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PREFACE

\_—\ /v

Since the publication of the first volume of “The Speaker's
Garland,”. containing the first Four Numbers of the “100 Choice
Selections” Series, the fifth, sizth, seventh, and eighth numbers of the
same Series have been successively issued, which we now offer,
(being the second Four numbers of the Series,) arranged under a
general heading and an alphabetical index,—uniform in every
respect with the first, to which it is a companion volume,—making
“THE SPEAKER'S GARLAND,” VoLuME I ‘

The various selections have been made with great care, and
under the guidance of popular Elocutionists and Teachers, with an
evident taste and appreciation of the best things for the purpose,—
embracing EVERY VARIETY OF EMOTION, whether Grave or Lively,
Serious or Amusing, Sublime or Vehement, Eloquent or Impas-
sioned, Oratorical or Humorous,—comprising eloquent utterances
from some of the best poets and authors of the present day, combined
with others of an earlier origin, “which the world will not willingly
let die;” in addition to which are many excellent specimens, both
from new and anonymous sources; a large proportion are drawn
from the ludicrous phases of existence, and lead direct to “laughter’s
happy land,"—the question in their entire compilation not being,
From whence did it originate? so much as, Is 1T Goop FoRr
SPEAKING OR READING?

Taken as a whole, this work presents an array of choice Poetry
and Prose, so comprehensive and varied in style as to offer a
responsive chord to every possible mood or phase of human feeling,
and call forth every emotion of the heart; presenting a complete



LiBrRARY of POPULAR GEMS, heretofore obtained only by long
and continued research among many expensive volumes,—Dbeing
truly a “Literary Bouquel,” culled from the highest sources at
home and abroad; entwining the choicest articles of acknowledged
worth and intrinsic merit, in rich festoons of gayety and mirth, thus
combining Amusement with Instruction,—all harmoniously blending
in happy contrast to form “THE SPEAKER'S GARLAND.” By thus
yroviding intellectual food for all the varying tastes and desires
of a reading people, this work must necessarily prove a delightful
traveling companion, a welcome visitor at every fireside, and a
real household treasure; as no time, occasion, or circumstance, but
is here furnished suitable and enjoyable material for either reading
or speaking, and the question so often heard, Where shall I get
something new to speak? is now fully met by this attractive and
beautiful work.

We bespeak for the present volume the same generou; welcome
that has been bestowed upon its predecessor, and most respectfully
solicit a continuance of favor and co-opcration from our many
thousands of patrons, thercby enabling us, (in accordance with
our present designs,) to make STILL FURTHER ADDITIONS to the
“Series” of which this book is a part.

THE PUBLISIIERS
Philadelphia, 1874,
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CHOICE SELECTIONS

No. b.

PRESS ON.—PARK BENJAMIN,

Press ON! there’s no such word as fail ;
Press nobly on! the goal is near,—

Ascend the mountain ! breast the gale!
Look upward, onward,—never fear !

‘Why should’st thou faint? Heaven smiles above
Though storm and vapor intervene ;

That Sun shines on, whose name is Love,
Serenely o’er life’s shadowed scene.

Press on/ surmount the rocky steeps,
Climb boldly o’er the torrents’ arch ;
He fails alone who feebly creeps;
He wins who dares the hero’s march,
Be thou a hero | let thy might
Tramp on eternal snows its way,
And through the ebon walls of night,
Hew down a passage unto day.

Press on !/ if once, and twice thy feet
Slip back and stumble, harder try;
From him who never dreads to meet
Danger and death, they’re sure to fly.
To coward ranks the bullet speeds ;
While on thesr breasts who never quail,
Gleams, guardian of chivalric deeds,
Bright courage, like a coat of mail.
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Press on ] if fortune play theeo false
To-day, to-morrow she’ll be true;
‘Whom now she sinks, she now exalts,
Taking old gifts and granting new.
The wisgom of the present hour
Makes up for follies past and gone;
To weakness strength succeeds, and power
From frailty springs ;—Press on/ PRress ox |

Press on / what though upon the ground
Thy love has been poured out likoe ruin ?
That happiness is always found -
The sweetest that is born of pain.
Oft "mid the forest’s decpest glooms,
A bird sings from some blighted tree;
Anud in the dreariest desert, blooms
A never dying rose for thee.

Therefore, press on/ and reach the goai,
And gain the prize, and wear the crown ;
Faint not ! for to the steadfast soul,
Come wealth and honor and renown,
To thine own self be true, and keep
Thy mind from sloth, thy heart from soil ;
Press on/ and thou shalt surely reap
A heavenly barvest for thy toil.

THE WORTH OF ELOQUENCE.

LET us not, gentlemen, undervalue the art of the
orator. Of all the efforts of the human mind, it is the
most astonishing in its nature, and the most transcendent
in its immediate triumphs. The wisdom of the philoso-
pher, the eloquence of the historian, the sagacity of the
statesman, the capacity of the general, may produce more
lasting effects upon human affairs; but they are inctm-
parably less rapid in their influence, and less intoxicating
from the ascendency they confer. In the solitude of his
library, the sage meditates on the truths which are to
influence the thoughts and direct the conduct of men in
future times; amid the strife of faction the legislator
discerns the measures calculated, after a long course of
years, to alleviate existing evils, or produce happiness
yet unborn; during long and wearisome campaigns the
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commander throws his shield over the fortunes of his
country, and prepares in silence and amid ébloquy the
wmeans of maintaining its independence. But the triumphs
of the orator are immediate; his influence is instantly
felt; his, and his alone, it is

¢The applause of listening senates to command,
The threats of pain and ruin to despise, ’
To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land,
And rem{ his history in a nation’s eyes 1"’

“] can conceive,” says Cicero, “of no accomplishment
more to be desired than to be able to captivate the affec-
tions, charm the understanding, and direct or restrain, at
ﬂleasure, the will of whole assemblies. This single art

as, amongst every free people, commanded the greatest
encouragement, and been attended with the most surpri-
sing effects. For what can be more astonishing, than
that from an immense multitude one man should come
forth, the only, or almost the only man, who can do what
Nature has made attainable by all? Or can anything
impart to the ears and the understanding a pleasure so
pure as a discourse which at once dglights by its elocu-
tion, eplistg the pasgions by its thetorip, and carries
captive the conviction by its logic?

“What triamph more noble and magnificent than that
of the eloquence of one man, swaying the inclinations of
the people, the consciences of judges, and the majesty of
senatesg Nay, farther, can aught be esteemed so grand,
80 generous, 8o public-spirited, as to relieve the suppliant,
to raise up the prostrate, to communicate happiness, to
avert danger, to save a fellow-citizen from exile and
wrong? Can aught be more desirable than to have~
always ready those weapons with which we can at once
, defend the weak, assail the profligate, and redress our
own or our country’s injuries?p

“But, apart from the utility of this art in the Forum,
the Rostrum, the Senate, and on the Bench, can anything
in retirement from business be more dclightful, more
socially endearing, than a language and elocution agree-
able and polished on every subject? For the great char-
acteristic of our nature—that which distinguishes us from
brutes—is our capacity of social intercourse, our akility

’ 33*
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to convey orr ideas by words. Ought it not, then, to he
pre-eminent’y our study to excel mankind in that very
faculty wb'ch constitutes their superiority over brutes?

“Upon the eloquence and spirit of an accomplished
orator riay often depend, not only his own dignity, but .
the welfare of a government, nay, of a people. Go on,
then, ye who would attain this inestimable art. Ply the
study you have in hand, pursue it with singleness of
purpose, at once for your own honor, for the advantage
9ot your friends, and for the service of your country.”

SAVED.—JENNIE Jov.

CoME ! burry up, Jim—don’t you see the moon is comin’ out?

What m;:)kes you lag 8o far behind? D’ye mind what you're
about ? :

I want to reach that patch of corn while yet the moon is hid

Beneath dt.he clouds—now start your pegs, and du as you are
bi

Jim ! are you cryin’®—now for shame ! you chicken hearted lad.

Don’t want to help me take the corn—don’t want to help your
dad? '

Old Todd won't see us pick the ears—we’ll bag five bushel,
clear;

We cannot starve ;3 T ha'n't a cent, I spent the last for beer.

You needn’t be afraid, now Jim! there’s not a soul around

'Tis a.]mostdmidnight-—'l‘odd’s asleep, and £o’s his ¢ blooded
hound.”

I allers gin you credit, 1ad, for bein’ bold and brave ;

And I bave hearn you say that fears should ne’er make you
their slave.

I'll let you have a dozen ears—the largest that we take—

To feed your pig, and some we’ll grind to make a johnny-cake.
I owe Sam Stokes a little bill of drinks, and other traps,—
The rest will have to go to him—and you may taste my Schnappa

Now jump the fence—and ¢‘mind youreye !’” don’t speak above
a breath ;

If that confounded hound should wake, he’d be our very death,

I’m glad the clouds have got so thick—the night is pesky dark;

Now here's the bag—What is it Jim ? I thought you whisper od
~—Hark |
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The clouds are scatterin’—There’s the moon! Too bad, by
never fear,
We'll l‘i)}ele the sacks, and hurry home—I'm hankerin’ fur some
r—
What '(Ii‘:gi gou 8ay, Jim?—are you sure? I hope it ain’t old

¢ Look up, 3 d’ye say? ‘‘we’re surely seen; we cannot hide
from God 2 v mesks

Jim ! .{, im ! my boy, I guess you’re right ; here, take the empty

AgS 3
'Tis drink that’s brought your dad to this, and clothed us both
in rags.
It was not fear that made you lag, unless ’twas fear of God ;
D’ye ﬂ’}; ;l(lltdl.xe'd hear you if you prayed ?—I do not mean old

“Yes?’ well, kneel down—my words are rough, too rough
for such as He,

But may be He will hear my boy, and pity even me.

1’11 taste no more the damning stuff! Take heart, poor, suf-

foring lad ;
- Thank God ! your prayer has blessed my soul—yes, saved your
weak, old dad. ¢ Wood's Houschold Magazine.”

THE SLIGHT MISUNDERSTANDING.

Nor long since a sober middle-aged gentleman was
quietly dozing in one of our railroad trains, when his
pleasant, drowsy meditations were suddenly intetrupted
by the sharp voice of the individual by his side. This
was no less a personage than a dandified, hot-blooded,
inquisitive Frenchman, who raised his hairy visage close
to that of the gentleman he addressed.

“ Pardonnez, sare; but vat you do viz ze pictair—hein ?”

As he spoke, monsieur pointed to some beautiful steel
Elate engravings, in frames, which the quiet gentleman

eld in his lap, and which suited the fancy of the little
French connoisseur precisely.

The quiet gentleman looked at the inquisitive foreigner
with a scowl which he meant to be very forbidding, and
made no reply. The Frenchman, nothing Jaunted, once
more approached his hairy visage into that of his com-
panion, and repeated the question—
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“Val you do viz ze pictair—hetn #”

“I am taking them to Salem,” replied the quiet gentle-
man, grufily.

“Ha! you take ’em to sell ’em!” chimed in the shrill
voice of the Frenchman. “I be glad of zat, by gar! 1
like the pictair. I buy ’em of you, sare. How much
you ask?”

“They are not for sale!” replied the sleepy gentleman
—more thoroughly awake, by-the-by, and not a little
irritated.

“ Hein? grunted monsieur, in astonishment. “Vat
you say, sare I”

“X say I don't want to sell the pictures!” cried the
other, at the top of his voice.

“By gar! c’est drole!” exclaimed the Frenchman, his
eye beginning to flash with passion. ‘It is one strange
circumstance, parbleu! I ask you vat you do viz ze
pictair, and you say you take’em to sell ’em, and zen you
vill not sell ’em! Vat you mean, sare—hein ?”

“] mean what I say,” replied the other, sharply. “I
don’t want to sell the engrawings, and I didn’t say I did.”

“ Morbleu!” sputtered monsieur, in a tone loud enough
to attract the attention of those of his fellow travelers
who were not already listening; “morblew! you mean
to say I ’ave not any ear? Non, monsieur, by gar I hear
ver’ well vat you tell me. You say you sell ze pictair.
Is it because 1 one Frenchman, zat you will not sell me
ze pictair?

The irritated gentleman hoping to rid himself of the
annoyance, turned his back upon his assailant, and made
no reply.

Bat monsieur was not to be put off thus. He laid his
hand on the shoulder of the other, and showing his small
white teeth, exclaimed—

“ Sacristie ] monsieur, zis is toomuche. You'’ve give
me one insult, and I shall ’ave satisfaction.” Still no
reply. “By gar, monsieur,” continued the Frenchman,
“you. are not one gentleman, I shall call you one
poltroon—vat you call ’em  —coward |” .

“What do you mean,” retorted the other, afraid the
affair was beginning to be serious; “I haven’t insulied
you, sir.”
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“ Pardonnez, monsieur, bat it is one grand insult! In
America, perhaps not; but in France, one blow your
brains out.”

“For what, pray I”

“For vat? Parbleu! you call me one mentuer—how
you speak ’em—liar? you call me one liar? you call me
one liar!”

“Oh no, sir. You misunderstood—-"

“No, by gar! I've got ears. You say you vill sell ze
pictair; and ven I tell you vat you say, you say ze con-
trarie—zat is not sol”

“But I didn’t tell you I would sell the pictures,”
remonstrated the man with the engravings, beginning to
feel alarmed at the passion manifested by the other. “You
wisanderstood——"

“Itell youno! It is not posseebl’l When I ask you
vat you do viz ze pictair, vat you say ?”

“] said I was taking them to Salem.”

“Yes, parbleu I” exclaimed monsieur, more angry than
ever, “you say you take ’em to sell ’em—-—"

“No, no! interrupted the other, ‘ not to sell them, but _
Salem—the City of Salem.”

“Ze city of Sell ’em]” exclaimed the Frenchman, amid
the roars of laughter that greeted his ears. ¢ Sacristie!
Zat is one grand mistake. Pardon, monsieur! Que je
suis bete! The city of Sell ’em? Ha-ha! I will re-
memher zat, by gar!” And he stroked his moustache
with his fingers, while the man with the engravings once
wore gave way to his drowsy inclinations.

THE DYING BRIGAND.

B8HE stood before the dying man,
And her eye grew wildly bright—

¢ Ye will not pause for a woman’s ban,
Nor shrink from a woman's might ;

And his glance is dim that made you fly,
As ye before have fled :

Look, dastards !—how the brave can die—
Beware I—be is not dead !
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¢ By his blood you have tracked him to his lair |
ould you bid the spirit part ?>—

He that durst harm one single hair
Must reach it throngh my heart.

I cannot weep, for my brain is dry—
Nor plead, for I know not how ;

But my aim is sure, and the shaft may fly,—
And the bubbling life-blood flow !

¢Yet leave me, while dim life remains,
To list his parting sigh ;

To kiss away those gory stains,
To close his beamless eye !

Ye will not! no—he triumphs still,
‘Whose foes his death-pangs dread—

His was the power—yours but the will :
Back—back—he is not dead !

¢Ilis was the power that held in thrall,
Through many a glorivus year,

Priests, burghers, nobles, princes—all
Slaves worship, hate, or fear.

Wrongs, insults, injuries thrust him forth
A bandit-chief to dwell ;

How he avenged his slighted worth,
Ye, craveus, best may tell |

¢ His spirit lives in the mountain breath,
1t flows in the mountain wave ;
Rock—stream—Lhath done the work of deatl
Yon deep ravine—the grave | —
That which hath been again may be —
Ah! by yon fleeting sun,
‘Who stirs, no morning ray shall see—
His sand of life has run "’

Defiance shone in her flashing eye,
But her heart beat wild with fear—
Bhe starts—the bandit’s last faint sigh
Breathes on her sharpened ear—
8he gazes on each stiffening limb,
And the death-damp chills her brow ;—
¢ For him I lived—I die with him !
Blaves, do your office now "’

GRE
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OUR FOLKS.—ATHEL LYNR.

‘Hir, Harry | Harry, halt,
And tell a soldier just a thing or two;
Had a furlough ? been to see
How all the folks in Jersey do.
It’s a year ago since I was there, .
Aye, with a bullet from Fair Oaks;
But since you’ve been home, old comrade, dear,
Say, did you see any of our folks?
You did ! oh, I am so glad !
For if 1 do look grim and gruff,
I’ve got some feeling. People think
A soldier’s heart is mighty tough,
But when the bullets fly, and hot saltpetre smokes
And whole battalions lie afield,
One is apt to think about his folks.
And 80 you saw them—when and where ?
The old man, is he lively yet?
And little sis, has she grown tall ?
And then you know her friend, that Anna Ross—
Confound it, how this pipe chokes !
Come, Hal, and tell me, like a man,
All the news about our folks;
You saw them at the church, you say?
It’s very likely, they are always there on Sunday.
‘What ! no, no! a funeral, why
Harry, how you halt and stare !
And all were well, and all were out?
Come, truly, this can’t be a hoax;
Why don’t you tell me, like a man,
All the news about our folks?"’

“1 say all’s well, old comrade, dear,
I say all’s well, for He knows best,
‘Who takes his young lambs in His arms,
Ere the sun sinks in the west.
The soldier’s strokes deal left and right,
And flowers fall as well as oaks ;
And fair Anna blooms no more,
And that’s the matter with your folks.
Bear up, old friend.”
Well, nobody speaks, only the dull camp raven croaks,
Then soldiers whisper, ‘ Boys, be still,
There’s some bad news from Granger’s folks.'!
He turns his back upon his grief,
And vainly sought to hide the tears
Kind nature sends to woe's relief,
BB
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Then answering gaid, ¢ Ah, well! Hal, I'll try,
But in my throat there’s something chokes ;
Because you see I'd thought so long
To count her in among our folks.
All may be well, still I can’t help thinking,
I might have kept this trouble off
By being gentle, kind and true;
But may be not | she’s safe up there,
And when His hand deals other strokes,
She'll stand at heaven’s gates, I know,
And wait, and welcome all our folks,”

A CHILD’'S DREAM OF A STAR.—CHARLES DIcKENS.

THERE was once a child, and he strolled about a good
deal, and .thought of a number of things. He had a
sister who was a child too, and his constant companion.
They wondered at the beauty of flowers ; they wondercd
at the height and blueness of the sky; they wondered at
the depth of the water; they wondered at the goodness
and power of God, who made them lovely.

They used to say to one another sometimes: Supposing
all the children upon earth were to die, would the flow-
ers, and the water, and the sky be sorry? They believed
they would be sorry. For, said they, the buds are the
children of the flowers, and the little playful streams that
gambol down the hillsides are the children of the water,
and the smallest bright specks playing at hide and seek
in the sky all night must surely be the children of the
stars; and they would all be grieved to see their play-
mates, the children of men, no more. :

There was one clear shining star that used to come out
in the sky before the rest, near the church spire, above
the graves. It was larger and more beautiful, they
thought, than all the others, and every night they watched
for it, standing hand-in-hand at a window. Whoever saw
it first, cried out, ‘I see the star.” And after that, they
cried out both together, knowing so well when it would rise,
and where. So they grew to be such friends with it that,
before laying down in their bed, they always looked out
once again to bid it good night; and when they were
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mrn;ng around to sleep, they used to say, *“ God bless the
star|” ‘

But while she was still very young, oh, very young,
the sister drooped, and came to be so weak that she could
no longer stand in the window at night, and then the
child looked sadly out by himself, and when he saw the
star, turned round and said to the patient pale face on the
bed, I see the star!” and then a smile would come upon
the face, and a little weak voice used to say, * God bless
my brother and the star!”

And so the time came, all too soon, when the child
looked out all alone, and when there was no face on the
bed, and when there was a grave among the graves, not
there before, and when the star made long rays down
toward him as he saw it through his tears.

Now these rays were so bright, and' they seemed to
make such a shining way from earth to heaven, that when
the child went to his solitary bed, he dreamed about the
star; and dreamed that, laying where he was, he saw a
train of people taken up that sparkling road by angels;
And the star, opening, showing him a great world of
lihght, where many more such angels waited to receive
them.

All these angels, who were waiting, turned their beam-
ing eyes upon the people who were carried up into the
star; and some came out from the long rows in which
they stood, and fell upon the people’s nccks, and kissed
them tenderly, and went away with them down avenues
of light, and were so happy in their company, that lying
in his bed he wept for joy.

But there were many angels who did not go with them,
and among them one he knew. The patient face that
once had lain upon the bed was glorified and radiant, but
his heart found out his sister among all the host.

His sister’s angel lingered near the entrance of the star,
and said to the leader among those who had brought the
people thither;

“Is my brother come ?”

And he said, “No!l”

She was turning hopefully away, when the child
stretched out his arms, and cried, “ Ob, sister, I am here!
Take me!” And then she turned her beaming eyes upon



-

18 ONE HUNDRED CHOICE SELECTIONS

him,—and it was night ; and the star wasshining into the
room, making long rays down towards him as he saw it
through his tears.

From that hour forth, the child looked out upon the
star as the home he wasto go to when his time should
come; and he thought that he did not belong to the earth
alone, but to the star too, because of his sister’s angel
gone before.

There was a baby born to be a brother to the child,
and, while be was so little that he never yet had spoken
a word, he stretched out his tiny form on his bed, and
died.

Again the child dreamed of the opened star, and of the
company of angels, and the train of people, and the rows
of angels, with their beaming eyes all turned upon those
people’s faces.

aid his sister’s angel to the leader:

“Is my brother come ?”

And he said, “ Not that one, but another|”

As the child beheld his brother’s angel in her arms, he
cried, “Ob, my sister, I am here! Take me!” Andshe
turned and smiled upon him,—and the star was shining.

He grew to be a young man, and was busy at his
books, when an old servant came to him and said :

“ Thy mother is no more. I bring her blessing on her
darling son.”

Again at night he saw the star, and all that former
company. Said his sister’s angel to the leader, “Is my
brother come ?”

And he said, “Thy mother!”

A mighty cry of joy went forth through all the star,
because the mother was re-united to her two children.
And he stretched out his arms and cried, ‘ Oh, mother,
sister, and brother, I am here! Take me!” And they
answered him, ‘‘ Not yet |”—and the star was shining.

He grew to be a man, whose hair was turning gray,
and he was sitting in his chair by the fireside, heavy
with grief, and with his face bedewed with tears, when
the star opened once again.

Said his sister’s angel to the leader, “Is my brother
come ?”

And he said, “Nay, but his maiden danghter!”
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And the man who had been the child saw his daughter,
newly lost to him, a celestial creature among those three,
and he said: “ My daughter’s head is on my sister’s
bosom, and her arm is around my mother’s neck, and at
her feet is the baby of old time, and I can bear the parting
from her, God be praised!”—And the star was shining.

Thus the child came to be an old man, and his once
smooth face was wrinkled, and his steps were slow and
feeble, and his back was bent. And one night as he lay
upon his bed, his children standing round, he cried, as
he cried so long ago: “I see the starl”

They whispered one another, “ He is dying.” And he
said, “I am. My age is falling from me like & garment,
and I move towards the star as a child. And O, my
Father, now I thank Thee that it has so often opened to
reccive those dear ones who await me 1”—

And the star was shining ; and it shines upon his grave.

THE WHISKERS.—SAMUEL WOODWORTH.

THR kings who ruled mankind with haughty sway,
The prouder pope, whem even kings obey—

Love, at whose shrine both-popes andmonarchs fall,
And e’en self interest, that controls them all—
Possess a petty power, when all combined,
Compared with fashion’s influence on mankind ;
For love itself will oft to fashion bow ;

The following story will convince you how ¢

A petit maitre wooed a fair,

Of virtue, wealth, and graces rare ;

But vainly had preferred his claim,

The maiden owned no answering flame
At length by doubt and anguish torn,
Suspense too painful to be borne,

Low at her feet he humbly kneeled,
And thus his ardent flame revealed :

¢ Pity my grief, angelic fair,

Behold my anﬁl;ish and desp,alr;

For you, this heart must ever burn—
O bless me with a kind return!
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My love, no lan can express,
Reward it then, with happiness ;
Nothing on earth but you I prize,

All else is trifling in my eyes ;

And cheerfully would I resign

The wealth of worlds to call you mine,
But, if another gain your hand,

Far distant from my native land,

Far hence from you and hope I'll fly,
And in some foreign region die.”

The virgin heard, and thus replied :
¢If my consent to be your bride

‘Will make you happy, then be blest ;
But grant me, first, one small request ;
A sacrifice I must demand,

And in return will give my hand.”’

¢ A sacrifice ! O speak its name!
For you I'd forfeit wealth and fame :
Take my whole fortune—every cent—""

4'T'was something more than wealth I meant.”

¢¢Must I the realms of Neptune trace ?
O speak the word |—where’er the place,
For you, the idol of my soul,

I'd e’en explore the frozeun pole ;
Arabia’s sandy deserts tread,

Or trace the Tigris to its head.”

¢0Oh no, dear sir, I do not, ask

8o long a voyage, so hard a task ;
You must—but ah | the boon I want,
I have no hope that you will grant.”

¢8hall 1, like Bonaparte, aspire
To be the world’s imperial sire ?
Express the wish, and here I vow,
To place a crown upon your brow,”

¢ 8ir, these are trifles””—she replied—
¢‘But, if you wish me for your bride,
You must—but still I fear to speak—
You'll never grant the boon I seek.”

¢Oh say,” he cried—*‘dear angel, say—
‘What must I do, and I obey;

No longer rack me with suspense,

Bpeak your commands, and send me henoe.”
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“Well, then, dear generous youth I’ she cries,
¢ If thus my heart you really prize,

And wish to link your fate with mine,

On one condition I am thine ;

'Twill then become my pleasing duty,

To contemplate a husband’s beauty ;

And, gazing on your manly face,

His feelings and his wishes trace ;

To banish thence each mark of care,

And light a smile of pleasure there.

Oh, let me, then, ’tis all I ask,

Commence at once tho pleasing task ;

Ob, let me, as becomes my place,

Cut those huge whiskers from your face."

She said—but oh | what strange sarprise
‘Was pictured in her lover’s eyes !

Like lightning from the ground he sprung,
‘While wild amazement tied his tongue *
A statue, motionless, he gazed,
Astonished, horror-struck, amazed.

80, looked the gallant Perscus, when
Medusa’s visage met his ken ;

Bo, looked Macbeth, whose guilty eye
Discerned an “‘air-drawn dagger’ nigh;
And so, the Prince of Denmark stared,
‘When first his father’s ghost appeared.

At length our hero silence broke,

And thus in wildest accents spoke :

¢ Cut off my whiskers! O ye gods!

T’d sooner lose my ears, by odds ;
Madam, I’d not be so dis

8o lost to fashion and to taste,

To win an empress to my arms,

Though blest with more than mortal charms
My whiskers | zounds I’ he said no more,
But quick retreated through the door,
And sought a less obdurate fair,

To take the beau, with all his hair.

JOHN MAYNARD.—HORATIO ALGER, JR,

'T'was on Lake Erie’s broad expanse,
One bright midsummer day,

The gallant steamer Ocean Queen
Swept proudly on her way.
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Bright faces clustered ,n the deck,
Or leaning o’er the side,

‘Watched carelessly the feathery foam,
That flecked the rippling tide.

Ah, who beneath that cloudless sky,
That smiling bends serene,

Could dream that danger, awful, vast,
Impended o’er the scene—

Could dream that ere an hour had sped,
That frame of sturdy onk

‘Would sink beucath the lake’s blue waves,
Blackened with five and smoke ?

A seaman sought the captain’s side,
A moment whispered low;

The captain’s swarthy face grew pale,
He hurried down below.

Alas, toolate ! Though quick and sharp
And clear his orders came,

No human efforts could avail
To quench the insidious flame.

The bad news quickly reached the deck,
It sped from lip to lip,

And ghastly faces everywhere
Looked from the doomed ship.

¢¢ Is there no hope—no chance of life?”’
A hundred lips implore ;

¢“But one,” the captain made reply,
¢To run the ship on shore.”

A sailor, whose heroic soul
That hour should yet reveal,—

By name John Maynard, eastern born,—
Stood calmly at the wheel.

¢‘Head her south-east I’ the captain shouts,
Above the smothered roar,

¢ Head her south-east without delay !
Make for the nearest shore I’

No terror pales the helmsman's cheek,
Or clouds his dauntless cye,

As in a sailor’s measured tone
His voice responds, “ Ay, Ay!”

Three hundred souls,—the steamer’s freight,—

Crowd forward wild with fear,
‘While at the stern the dreadful flames
Above the deck appear.
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John Maynard watched the nearing flames,
But still, with steady hand

He grasped the wheel, and steadfastly

- He steered the ship to land.

¢ John Maynard,” with an anxious volce,
The captain cries once more,

“Htand by the wheel five minutes yet,
And we will reach the shore.”’

Through flames and smoke that dauntless hear$
Responded flimly, still

TUnawed, though face to face with death,
# With God’s good belp I will I

The flames approach with giant strides,
They scorch his hands and brow ;
One arm disabled seeks his side,
Ah, he is conquered now !
Bat no, his teeth are firmly set,
He crushes down the pain,—
His knee upon the stanchion pressed,
He guides the ship again,

One moment yet | one moment yet!
Brave heart, thy task is o’pr !

The pebbles grate beneath tie keel,
The steamer touches shore.

Three hundred grateful voices rise,
In praise to God, that He

Hath saved them from the fearful fire,
And from the ingulfing sea.

But where is he, that helmsman bold ?
The captain saw him reel—

His nerveless hands released their task,
He sunk beside the wheel,

The wave recoived his lifeless corpse,
Blackened with smoke and fire,

God rest him! Hero never had
A nobler funeral pyre!

DEEDS VERSUS CREEDS.—Axme I. MuzzeY.

AND, seeking truth, I wholly lost my way ;
Rocked back and forward, by the swinging tides
Of doubt and faith, confused by many gunides;

Each one armed with a doctrine and a creed,

‘Which each felt safe to say

‘Would meet and satisfy my every need.

BB+
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And one claimed Jesus was the son of God ;
And one denied that he was more than man ;
One scented wrath in the redeeming plan ;

One dwelt upon its mercy and its love ;

One threatened with the rod ;
One wooed me with the cooings of a dove,

And whether souls were fore-ordained to bliss ;
And whether faith, or works were strong tosave ;
And whether judgment lay beyond the grave,
And love, with pardoning power, went down to hell ;
‘Whether that road or thss
Led up to heaven’s gate, I could not tell,

Amid this dust of theologic strife,
I hungered with a want unsatisfled.
Heaven while I lived, not Heaven when I died,
‘Was what I craved ; and how to make sublime
And beautiful my life,
‘While yet I lingered on the shores of Time,

To judgment swift my guides in doctrine came ;
ich one lived out the royal truths he preached?
‘Which one loved mercy, and ne’er overreached
His weaker brother? And which one forgot
His own in other’s claim,
And put self last? I sought, but found him not.

And wept and railed because religion seemed
Only the thin ascending smoke of words—
The jangling rude of inharmonious chords ;

Until—my false inductions to disprove—

Across my vision streamed

The glory of a life aflame with love.

One who was silent while his brethren taught,
And showed me not the beauties of his creed,
But weunt before me, sowing silent seed

That made the waste and barren desert glad ;

‘Whose band in secret brought

Healing and comfort to the sick and sad.

Aglow, I cried, ‘‘Here all my questionings end ;
Oh, what is thy religion, thy belief?”
Smiling, he shook his head with answer brief-
This man so swift to act, so slow to speak—
¢ In deeds, not creeds, my friend,
Lives the reiltgion that I humbly seek.”
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And soft and sweet across my spirit stole
The rest and peace so long and vainly sought ;
And though I mourn the graces I have not,—
If I may help my brother in his need,
And love him as my soul,—
1 trust God’s pardon if I have no creed.

A RAILROAD CAR SCENE.

A correspondent of the Washington Capetal thus writes of
au incident on the Boston and Albany railroad. Whatever the
article may lack of finished eloguence is amply supplied by
true and genuine feeling (in the touching stfx;ﬁﬁstions of a
not uncommon domestic history), which cannot fail to be appre-
ciated, while there are human hearts to love what is most
lovely in woman, and honor what is most tender and reveren-
tial of her in man. In the poem entitled ‘ Compensation,’’
which follows this article, #is same story is told in verse.

I rAN across what first struck me as a very singular
genius on my road from Springfield to Boston. This was
a stout, black-whiskered man who sat immediately in front
of me, and who indulged from time to time, in the most
strange and unaccountable maneuvres. Every now and
then he would get up, and hurry away to the narrow
passage which leads to the door in these drawing-room
cars, .nd when he thought himself secure from observa.
tion would fall to laughing in the most violent manner,
and continue the healthful exercise until he was a8 red in
the face as a lobster.

As we neared Boston these demonstrations increased
in violence, save that the stranger no longer ran away
to laugh, but kept his seat and chuckled to himself, with
his chin down deep in his shirt collar. But the changes
that those portmanteaus underwent. He moved them
here, there—he put them behind him. He was evidently
getting ready to leave, but as we were twenty-five miles
from Boston, the idea of such early preparations was
ridiculous. If we had entered the city then, the mystery
would have remained unsolved, but the stranger became
eo excited that he could keep his seat no longer. Some

84
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one must help him, and as I was the nearest to him he

selected me. Suddenly turning as if I had asked a ques-

tion, he said, rocking himself to and fro in his chair in the

zxea.ntime, and slapping his legs together and breathing
ard :

“Been gone three years [”

“Ahl?

“Yes, been in Europe. Folks don’t expect me for
three months yet, but I got through and started. T tcle-
graphed them at the last station—they’ve got it by this
time,”

As he said this he rubbed his hands, and changed the
portmanteau on his left to the right, and then one on the
right to the left again.

“ (ot & wife 7 said I.

“Yes, and three children,” he returned.

He then got up and folded his overcoat anew, and hung
it over the back of the seat.

“You are pretty nervous over the matter, ain’t you?”
I said, watching his fidgety movements.

“ Well, I should think so,” he replied, “I hain’t slept
soundly for a week. And do you know,” he went on,
glancing around at the passengers and speaking in a low
tone, “1 am almost certain this train will run off the track
and break my neck before I get to Boston. Well, the
fact is, I have had too much good luck for one man lately.
The thing can’t last; tain’t natural that it should, yon
know. I’'ve watched it. First it rains, then it shines,
then it rains again. It rains so hard you think it's never
going to stop; then it shines so bright you think it's
always going to shine; and just as you are settled in
eitber belief, you are knocked over by a change, to show
that you know nothing about it.”

‘ Well, according to the philosophy,” I said, “ you will
eontinue to have sunshine, because you are expectmg a

storm.”

*Its curious,” he returned, but the only thing which
makes me think I will get through safe is, because I think
I won't.”

“Well] this is curious,” said L.

“Lord, yes!” he replied. ‘I am a machinist—made
# discovery—nobody believed in it—spent all my money
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trying to bring it out—mortgaged my home—all went.
Everybody laughed at me—everybody but my wife—
spunky little woman—said she would work her fingers off
before I should give it up. Went to England—no better
there—came within an ace of jumping off the London
bridge. Went into a workshop to earn money enough to
come home with—there I met the man I wanted. To
make a long story short, I’ve brought £50,000 home with
mo, and here I am.”

“ Qood for you,” I exclaimed. -

“Yes,” said he, “£50,000, and the best of it is she
don’'t know anything about it. I’ve fooled her 8o often,
and disappointed her so much, that I just concluded I
would say nothing about this. When I got my money
though, you better believe I struck a bee line for home.”

“ And now, I suppose, you will make her happy ”

“ Happy |” he replied, “ why you don’t know anything
about it She’s worked like a dog since 1 have been gone,
trying to support herself and the children decently. They
paid her thirteen cents a piece for making white shirts,
and that is the way she’d live half the time. She’ll come
down there to the depot to meet me in a gingham dress,
and a shawl & hundred years old, and she’ll think she’s
dressed np. Oh, she won’t have no clothes after this—
oh, no, I guess not 1”

And with these words, which implied that his wife’s
wardrobe would soon rival Queen Victoria’s, the stranger
tore down the passage way again, and getting in his old
corner, where he thought himself out of sight, went
through the strangest pantomime, laughing, putting his
mouth into the drollest shape, and then swinging him-
self back and forth in the limited space as if he were
:evlvialkmg down Broadway” a full-rigged Metropolitan

0.

So on we rolled into the depot, and I placed myself on
the other car, opposite the stranger, who, with a port-
manteau in his hand, descended, and was standing on the
lowest step, ready to jump to the platform.

I looked from his face to the faces of the people before

us, but saw no sign of recognition. Suddenly he cried,
‘There they are !”
Then he laughed outright, but in a hysterical sort of
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way, a8 he looked over the crowd. I followed his eye,
and saw some distance back, as if crowded out and shoul-
dered away by the well dressed and elbowing throng, a
little woman in s faded dress, and a well worn hat, with
& face almost painful in its intense but hopeful expression,
glancing rapidly from window to window as the coaches
glided in.

She had not yet seen the stranger, but a moment after
she caught his eye, and in another instant he had jumped
to the platform with his two portmanteaus, and making
8 hole in the crowd, pushing one here and there, and run-
uing one of his bundles plump into the well developed
stomach of & venerable looking old gentleman in specta-
cles, he rushed towards the place where she was stand-
ing. I think I never saw a face assume so many different
expressions in so short a time a8 did that of the little
woman while her husband was on his way to her.

She did’'nt look pretty; on the contrary, she looked
very plain, but some how I felt a big lump rise in my
throat as I watched her. She was trying to laugh, but,
God bless her, how completely she failed in the attempt!
Her mouth got into the position, but it never moved
after that save to draw down at the corners and quiver,
while she blinked her eyes so fast that I suspect she only
caught occasional glimpses of the broad shouldered fellow
who elbowed his way 8o rapidly toward her. And then,
88 he drew close and dropped those everlasting portman-
teaus, she just turned completely round, with her back

" toward him, and covered her face with her hands. And
thus she was when the strong man gathered her up in his
arms as'if she had been a baby, and held her, sobbing to
his breast.

There were enough gaping at them, heaven knows,
and I turned my eyes away a moment, and then I saw
two boys in threadbare roundabouts standing near, wiping
their eyes and noses on their little coat sleeves, and
bursting out auew at every fresh demonstration on the
part of their mother. .

When I looked at the stranger again, he had his hat
drawn over his eyes; but his wife was looking up at
him, and it seemed as if the pent up tears of those weary
months of waiting were streaming through her eyolids.
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COMPENBATION.*

You think I’m nervous, stranger? Well, I am!}
If *twa’n’t for making silly people talk,
1’d get right off this pokish train and walk
From here to where I’m going—Amsterdam.

That’s where I live, you see. As for Lacrosse—
(Excuse me, neighbor, I must talk or bust)—
Since I've been there, its three years certain, just

And now to laugh or cry is just a toss.

¢‘Married?”” Why, yes, that's where it i8, you see;
I've telegraphed her I was strong and well,
And coming to her; but I did’nt tell

That I was rich, I tjmught I'd let that be.

It’s too good luck, this is,—to last, you know;
And, stranger, if it wasn't kind of rash,
I’d Let my bottom dollar that we smash
Before—but pshaw ! excuse me, I'll go slow.

You see, when we were married, Sue and I,
1 was a good mechanic, and not poor
Until I struck it, as I reckoned sure,

In an invention 1 was working sly.

All I could make went into that concern ;
And people called me crazy for it, tvo,
And said I'd better stick to what I knew ;
But folks wtll talk, and have to live aud learn.

In all this world I had but one fritnd then,
But she stood by me nobly, through and through,
And said twould come out right at last, she knew—
One woman stanch is worth-a dozen men |

*Twas tough sometimes, though when a loaf of bread
Stood on the table—all the meal we had—
1 should have gone, alone, quite to the bad ;

But, through it all; my Susan kept her head.

-——

¢ For a full deecription of this poem, sce the preceding article. It isa
puthkc;tic tribute to the gloricus, true womaunhood that crowns man’s worthiest
wor
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'"Twas her advice that sent me off at last—
She said she’d work her fingers to the bone,
And live for twenty mortal years aloue,

Rather than give it up—thank God—that’s past !

A hundred thousand and a royalty
Is what I've got for going far away ;
She cheered me by her letters every day.
A million could not pay for such loyalty !

Bhe knows I’'m coming ; but she doesn’t know
That I am rich ; and she will be there, too,
Dressed in her best—#er best, my poor, dear Sue !
I’ll bet & hundred 'twill be calico !

¢ I'll dress her now I"’ You bet it |—but go slow ;
This luck’s a heap too good to last, I fear ;

I ghan't believe it till 1'm fairly there :

The train may smash up, easy, yet, you know.

The only reason, if it don’t, will be
That I'm 8o strongly thinking that it will.
I’m nervous, say you? Just a little, still
The luck is none too good for Sue, you see.

Heilo! we're here l—there’s Sue, by all that’s grand |
Ntranger, excuse me, sir, but would you mind
) 0 go ahead, and tell her I'm behind?

I'm choking ; see my eyes—you understand ?

CHICAGO.—.Dwmm' WILLIAMS.

Harx Hark! Hark!
From thine midnight’s hush and dark,
Hear a wild, wild cry of fear
Rising on the atmosphere ;
‘Weird and shrill the echo flies,
Louder, hoarser clamors rise ;
Now a red gleam skyward darts,
%uickl y throb a thousand hearts ;
Now they gather on the street,
Dismal tread of trampling feet ;

Fire! vire!] FIRE!!!
See the red flames leapiug higher.
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Peal | peal! !
Bells of brass and bells of steel ;
How they ring an awful chime
Through the dismal midnight time ;
How the flery demon gloats,
How he scorns the brazen throats
‘Which the dauntless firemen aim
At his surging bands of flame;
Ah! but five 18 king to-night,
And the waters yield the fight. .
Higher, higher, higher,
Like a tempest sweeps the

Street to street,
Like a raid of horsemen fleet,
Now the flery chargers dash ;
Now their lances gleam and flash ;
Attio height and cellar’s gloom,
Lo! they smite with sudden doom 3
Palsied limbs and tiny feet
Ruthless drive they to the street ;
Food of millions they devour,
Gourmands of the midnight hour!
How they spoil
Treasured arts of time and toil !

Crash ! crash! crash!
Bee the flery surges lash
Cross-crowned spire and splendid dome,
Proud arcade and palace home ;
Molten acres seethe and roll,
City lords no more control ;
Riot-flames in fury whirl,
Toss their plumes, and madly curl
Lips of scorn at human cries,
Help imploring from the skies ;
To and fro
Rolls a sea of human woe.

Fire! Fire! Fire!
Bristles every throbbing wire ;
Cities list with wild surprise,
As a prostrate city lies
In her ashes low,
Breathing out her midnight woe ;
Charred and crisp her pictured walls,
Blank and drear her proudest halls,—-
All the land with pallor turns
As Chicago wails and burns;

t us pray,

God, O God, thy judgments stay !
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In thy grief, )
Pitying hands reach out relief ;
Lo ! a hundred cities wait
In this hour of thy sad fate ;
Prostrate Queen ! thy wail is heard,
All the nations’ heart is stirred.
‘We shall love thee for thy woe ;
By this grief thou yet shall know
Sweeter ties of brotherhood,
Binding millions of one blood.
City fair,
Droop not long in wild despair 1

Unto thee,
God of refuge | now we flee ;
Spread the shelter of thy wing
O’er the sad and sorrowing ;
For the rich, now poor, we pray,
Gently shield and lead their way ;
For the sad and houseless poor
Open thou some loving door;
For thy scattered children all,
Proud and lowly, great and small,
Hear us plead,—
Hoelp, oh help them in their need !

THE RESCUE OF CHICAGO.—HeNRY M. Loox.

I saw the«ity’s terror,
I heard the city’s cry, )
As a flame leaped out of her bosom,
Up, up to the brazen sky.
And wilder rose the tumult,
And thicker the tidings came—
Chicago, queen of the cities,
‘Was a rolling sea of flame.

Yet higher rose the fury,

And louder the surges raved,—
Thousands were saved to suffer,

And hundreds never were saved ;—
Till out of the aw(ul burning,

A flash of lightning went,
And across to brave St. Louis

The prayer for succor was sent.

B —
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God bless thee, O true 8t. Louis !
8o worthy thy royal name ;
Back, back on the wing of the lightning,
Thy answer of rescue came
But alas! it could not enter
Through the horrible flame and heat,
For the fire had conquered the lightning,
And sat in the Thunderer’s seat,

God bless thee, again, 8t. Louis !
For resting never then ;
Thou called’st to all the cities
By lightning and steam and pen :
$¢Ho, ho, ye hundred sisters,
Stand forth in your bravest might !
Our sister in flames is falling,
Her children are dying to-night !

And through the mighty Republic
Thy summons went rolling on,
Till it rippled the seas in the tropios,
And ruffled the Oregon,
The distant Golden City
Called through her golden gates,
And quickly rung the answer
From the City of the Straits.

And the citigs that sit in splendor
Along the Atlantic Sea,
Replying, called to the dwellers
here the proud magnolias be.
From slumber the army started,
At the far resounding call ;
¢ Food for a hundred thousand,’
They shouted, *‘and tents for all.”

I heard through the next night’s darkness,
The trains go thundcring by,

Till they stood where the fated city
Shone red in the brazen sky ;

The rich gave their abundance,
The poor their willing hands ; -

There was wine from all the vineyards,—
There was corn from all the lands.

At daybreak aver the prairies
oed the gladsome cry,
¢Ho, look unto us, ye thousands,
Ye shall not hunger nor die I’

S4*
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Their weeping was all the answer
That the famishing throng could give
To the the million voices calling,
¢Look unto us and live |

Destruction wasted the city,

But the burning curse that came
Enkindled in all the people

Sweet Charity’s holy tlame.
Ihen still to our God be glory !

I bless Him through my tears,
Ahat I live in the grandest vation

That hath stood in all the years,

CRAPE ON THE DOOR.

SoMeBODY'S dead ; there's crape on the door,

The blinds are half-closed on the neighboring store,
Some one in sorrow, of a loved one bereft,
Bomebody takeu, and somebody left.

Gone from this world, its care and its strife,
Gone from the decar ones beloved during life;
Gone to a home with the ransomed above,
Gone to a Saviour whose fulness is love.

Closed be the eyes of the sleeper to-day,

Silent the home where the loved one doth lay ;
There is a season of weeping for one

‘Whose troubles are ended, whose labors are done.

Heavy the footfall as each on his way :
Treads the brick pavement, light-hearted, to-day;
Little they heed the half-blinded store,

Little they care for the crape on the door.

Little care they in the battle of life,
Ardently fighting 'mid turmnoil and strife;
Little care they who never look back,

‘With eyes firmly fixed on life’s beaten track.

Onward they rush till in reaching life’s bound,
They slacken the footstep and quiet the sound ;
Ceasing their efforts, their labors give o'er,
Pass them by gontly, there’s crape on the door.
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MARK TWAIN'S ACCOUNT OF “JIM SMILEY,”

As related by Simon Wheeler. nq..'of Angel’s- Camp, Calaveras Coun!
‘Bg.ll on being uyked for information concer: ng a cequn Rev, Leonidas W'
ey.

There was a feller here once by the name of Jim Smi-
ley, in the winter of 49,—or may be it was the spring of
50,—I don’t recollect exactly, somehow, though what
makes me think it was one or the other is because I re-
member the big flume wasn’t finished when he first came
to the camp; but any way, he was the curiosest man
about always betting on anything that turned up you
ever see, if he could get anybody to bet on the other
side; and if he couldn’t he’d change sides. Any way
that suited the other man would suit him,—any way just
80’s he got a bet, he was satisfied. But still he was lucky,
uncommon lucky ; he most always come out winner. He
was always ready and laying for a chance ; there couldn’t
be no solitry thing mentioned but that feller’d offer to bet
on it, and take any side you please, as I was just telling
you. If there was a horserace, you'd find him flush or
you'd find him busted at the end of it; if there was a
dog-fight, be'd bet on it ; if there was a cat-fight, he’d bet
on it; if there was a chicken-fight, he’d bet on it; why,
if there was two birds setting on a fence, he would bet
you which one would fly first; or if there was a camp-
meeting, he would be tbere reg’lar, to bet on Parson
Walker, which he judged to be the best exhorter about
here,—and so he was, too, and a good man. If he even
seen & straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he would bet
you how long it would take him to get wherever he was
going o, and if you took him up, he would foller that
straddle-bug to Mexico but what he would find out where
he was bound for and how long he was on the road.
Lots of the boys here has seen that Smiley, and can tell
you sbout him. Why, it never made no difference to
him,—he would bet on anything,—the dangdest feller.
Parson Walker’s wife laid very sick once, for a good
while, and it seemed as if they warn’t a goin to save her.
But one morning he come in, and Smiley asked how she
was, and he said she was considerable better,—thank the



- 86 ONE HUNDRED OHOIOR SRELECTIONS

Lord for his inf’nit mercy,—and coming on so smart
that, with the blessing of Prov’dence, she'd get well yet;
and Smiley, before he thought, says, “ Well, I’ll risk two-
and-a-half that she don’t, anyway.” .
‘This-yer Smiley had a mare,—the boys called her the

fiftecn-minute nag, but that was only in fun, you know,
because, of course, she was faster than that—and he
used to win money on that horse, for all she was so slow,
and always had the asthma, or the distemper, or the con-
sumption, or something of that kind. They used to give
her two or three hundred yards start, and then pass her
ander way; but always at the fag end of the race she’d
get excited and desperate-like, and come cavorting and
straddling up, and scattering her legs around limber,
sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to one side
amongst the fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e dust, and rais-
ing m-or-e racket with her coughing and sneezing and
blowing her nose,~—~and always fetch up at the stand just
about a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down.
And he had a little small bull pup, that to look at him
ou’d think he wan’t worth a cent, but to set around and
ook ornery, and lay for a chance to steal something. Baut
as soon as money was up on him he was a different dog;
his under jaw'd begin to stick out like the fo’castle of a
steamboat, and his teeth would uncover, and shine savage
like the furnaces. And a dog might tackle him, and
bully-rag him, and bite him, and throw him over his
shoulder two or three times, and Andrew Jackson,—
which was the name of the pup,—Andrew Jackson
would never let on but what he was satisfied, and hadn’t
expected nothing else,—and the bets being doubled and
doubled on the other side all the time, till the money was
all up; and then all of a sudden he would grab that
other dog jest by the j'int of his hind leg and freeze to it,
not chaw, you understand, but only jest grip and hang on
till they throwed up the sponge, if it was a year. Smi-
ley always come out winner on that pup, till he harnessed
a dog once that didn’t have no hind legs, because they’d
been sawed off by a circular saw, and when the thing
had gone along far enough, and the money was all up,
and he come to make a snatch for his pet holt, he saw in
6 minate how he’d been imposed on. and how the other
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dog had him in the door, so to speak, and he ’peared sur-
prised, and then he looked sorter discouraged-like, and
didn’t try no more to win the fight, and so he got shucked
out bad. He give Smiley a look, as much as to say his
heart was broke, and it was his fault, for putting up a
dog that hadn’t no hind legs for bhim to take holt of|
which was his main dependence in a fight, and then he
limped off a piece, and laid down and died. It wasa
good pup, was that Andrew Jackson, and would have
made a name for hisself if he'd lived, for the stuff was
in him, and he had genius; I know it, because he hadn’t
had no opportunities to speak of, and it don’t stand to
reason that a dog could make such a fight as he could
under them circumstances, if he hadn’t no talent. It al-
ways makes me feel sorry when I think of that last fight
of hig’n, and the way it turned out.

‘Well, this-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken-
cocks, and all them kind of things, till you couldn’t rest,
and you couldn’t fetch nothing for him to bet on but he’d
match you. He ketched a frog one day, and took him
home, and said he cal’klated to edercate him; and so he
never done nothing for three months but set in his back
yard and learn that frog to jump.. And you bet he did
learn him, too. He’d give him a little punch behind, and
the next minute you'd see that frog whirling in the air
like & doughnut,—see him turn one summerset, or may
be & couple, if he got a good start, and come down flat-
footed and all right, like a cat. He got him up so in the
matter of catching flies, and kept him in practice so con-
stant, that he’d nail a fly every time as far as he could
seo him. Smiley said all a frog wanted was education,
and he could do most anything; and I believe him.
Why, I've seen him set Dan’l Webster down here on
this floor,—Dan’l Webster was the name of the frog,—
and sing out, “ Flies, Dan’l, flies,” .and quicker’n you
could wink he’d spring straight up, and snake a fly off’n
the counter there, and flop down on the floor again, as
solid as a gob of mud, and fall to scratching the side of
his head with his hind foot as indifferent as if he hadn’t
no idea he’d been doing any more’n any frog might do.
You never see a frog so modest and straightfor’ard as he
was; for all he was so gifted. And when it come to fai



38 ONE HUNDRED CHOICE SELECTIONS

and square jumping on & dead level, he could get over
more ground at one straddle than any animal of his breed
you ever see. Jumping on a dead level was his strong
suit, you understand; and when it come to that, Smiley
would ante up money on him as long as he had a red.
Smiley was monstrous proud of his frog, and well he
might be, for fellers that had travelled and been every-
wheres, all said he laid over any frog that ever they see.

Well, Smiley kept the beast in a little lattice box, and
he used to fetch him down town sometimes, and lay for
8 bet. One day a feller,—a stranger in the camp, he was,
—come across him with his box, and says:

‘“ What might it be that you’ve got in the box?”?

And Smiley says, sorter indifferent like, “ It might be.
& parrot, or it might be a canary, may be, but it ain't,~—
it,s only just a frog.”

And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and
turned it round this way and that, and says, “ H'm! so
tis, Well, what’s he good for ?”

“Well,” Smiley says, easy and careless, ‘“ he's good
enough for one thing, I should judge,—he can outjump
ary frog in Calaveras county.”

The feller took the box again, and took another long,
particular look, and give it back to Smiley, and says, very
deliberate, “ Well, I don’t see no p’ints about that frog
that's any better'n any other frog.”

“ May be you don't,” Smiley says. ‘May be you un-
derstand frogs, and may be you don’t understand ’em;
may be you’ve had experience, and may be you an’t only
& amature, as it were. Anyways, I’'ve got my opinion,
and I’ll risk forty dollars that he can outjump ary frog in
Calaveras county.”

And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder
sad like, “ Well, I'm only & stranger here, and I an’t got
po frog ; but if I had a frog, I'd bet you.”

And then Smiley says, “ That’s all right,—that’s all
right; if you’ll hold my box a minute, I’ll go and get you
a frog.” And so the feller took the box, and put up his
forty dollars along with Smiley’s, and set down to wait.

So he set there a good while, thinking and thinking to
hisself, and then he got the frog out and prized his mouth
open, and took a teaspoon and filled him full of quail shot,

v
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—filled him pretty near up to his chin,—and set him on
the floor. Smiley he went to the swamp, and slopped
around in the mud for a long time, and finally he ketched
a frog, and fetched him in, and give him to this feller, and
Bays:

“Nnw, if you’re ready, set him alongside of Dan’l,
with his fore-paws just even with Dan’l, and I’ll give the
word.” Then he says, ‘ Une—two—three—jump | and
him and the feller touched up the frogs from behind, and -
the new frog hopped off, but Dan’l give a heave, and
hysted up his shoulders,—so,—like a Frenchman, but it
wan’t no use,—he couldn’t budge; he was planted as
solid as an anvil, and he could’t no more stir than if he
was anchored out. Smiley was a good deal surprised,
and he was disgusted too, but he didn’t have no ides
what the matter was, of course.

The feller took the money and started away ; and when
he was going out at the door, he sorter jerked his thumb
over his shoulders,—this way,—at Dan’], and says again,
very deliberate, “ Well, I don’t see no p’ints about that
frog that’s any better’n any other frog.”

Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking down
at Dan’l a long time, and.at last he says, “I do wonder
what in the nation that frog throwed off for; I wonder if
there an’t something the matter with him, he ’pears to
look mighty baggy, somehow ” And he ketched Dan’l
by the nap of the neck, and lifted him up, and says,
“Why, blame my cats, if he don’t weigh five pound!”
and turned him upside down, and he belched out a dou-
ble handful of shot. And then he see how it was, and
he was the maddest man. He set the frog down, and
took out after that feller, hut he never ketched him.
And—

Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the
front yard, and got up to see what was wanted. And
turning as he moved away, he said, ‘ Just set where you
are, stranger, and rest easy,—I an’t going to be gone a
second.”

But the stranger did not think that a continuation of the
history of the enterprising vagabond, Jim Smiley, would
be likely to afford much information concerning the Eev.
Leonidas W. Smiley, andrzzo I started away.

W



ONE HUNDRED OHOIOE BELECTIONS

JOE.—ALicE RoBBIKNS.

‘W= don’t take vagrants in, sir,
And I am alone to-day,

Lestwise, I could call the good-man—
He's not so far away.

You are welcome to a breakfast—
I’11 bring you some bread and tea ;
You might sit on the old stone yonder,
Under the chestnut tree.

You're traveling, stranger? Mebbe
‘You’ve got some notions to sell ?
‘We hev a sight of peddlers,
But we allers treat them well.

For they, poor souls, are trying
Like the rest of us to live;

And it’s not like tramping the country,
And calling on folks to give.

Not that I meant a word, sir—
No offense in the world to you :

I think, now I look at it closer,
Your coat is an army blue.

Don’t say? Under Sherman, were you?
That was—how many years ago?

I had a boy at Bhiloh,
Kearney—a sergeant—Joe |

Joe Kearney, you might a’ met him?
But in course you were miles apart,
Ho was a tall, straight boy, sir,
The pride of his mother’s heart.

‘We were off to Kittery, then, sir,
Small farmer in dear old Maine ;

It’s a long stretch from there to Kansas,
But I couldn’t go back again.

He was all we had, was Joseph;
He and my old man and me

Had sort o’ growed together,
And were happy as we could be,
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I wasn’t a lookin’ for trouble
‘When the terrible war begun, *
And ] wrestled for grace to be able
To give up our only son.

‘Well, well, 'taint no use o’ talking,
My old man said, said he;

¢The Lord loves a willin’ giver ;"
And that’s what I tried to be.

‘Well the heart and the flesh are rebels,
And hev to be fought with H

But I'd given my life—yes, willin’'—
To look on my dead boy’s face.

Take care, you are gpillin’ your tea, sir,
Poor soul | don’$ cry : I'm sure

You've had a good mother sometime—
Your wounds, were they hard to cure?

Andersonville | God help you!
Hunted by dogs, did you say !
Hospital | crazy, seven years, sir?
I wonder you're living to-day.

I’m thankful my Joe was shot, sir.

«“How do you know that he died ?”’
"T'was certified, sir, by the surgeon ;

Here’s the letter, and—*‘maybe he lied I"

‘Well, I never! you shake like the ager.
My Joe! there’s his name and the date ;
¢ Joe Kearney, 7th Maine, sir, a sergeant—
Lies here in a critical state—

Just died—will be buried to-morrow—
Can’t wait for his parents to come,”

‘Well, I thought God had left us that hour,
As for John, my poor man, he was dumb.

Did’nt speak for a month to the neighbors,
spoke in a week, sir, to me;
Never been the same man since that Monday,
They brought us this letter you see.

And you were from Maine | from old Kittery ?
‘What time in the year did you go?

1 just disremember the fellows
That marched out of town with our Joa
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Lord love ye | come into the house, sir:
It’s gettin’ too warm out o' door.

If I'd known you’d been gone for a sojer,
I'd taken you in hereafore.

Now make yourself easy. We're humbler,
‘We Kansas folks don’t go for show,—

Bit hero—it’s Joe’s chair— take your hat off :
¢ Call father I’ My God! you are Joe!

HARMOSAN.—RicrARD C. TRENCH.

Now ﬂ:le third and fatal conflict for the Persian throne was
one,
And the Moslem’s flery valor had the crowning victory won.

Harmosan, the last and boldest the invader to defy,
Captive, overborne by numbers, they were bringing forth to die.

Then exclaimed that noble captive : ¢ Lo, I perish in my thirst;
Give me but one drink of water, and then arrive the worst I’

In his hand he took the goblet, but, z;while, the draught forbore,
Seeming doubtfully the purpose of the foeman to explore.

Well might :_hen have paused the bravest—for, around him,
angry foes

‘With a hedge of naked weapons did that lonely man enclose.

¢ But what fearest thou?” cried the Caliph, “is it, friend, &

secret blow ?
Fear ii:ot {—our gallant Moslem no such treacherous dealing
0W.

¢“Thou may’st quench thy thirst securely, for thou shalt not
die before

Thou hast drunk that cup of water—this reprieve is thine—nc
more I’

Quick lt;ho g,atrap dashed the goblet down to earth with ready
an

And the liquid sank for ever, lost amid the burning sand.

¢ Thou hast said that mine my life is, till the water of that cup

I have 'dra;gxed, then bid thy servants that spilled water gather
up
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For a moment stood the Caliph as by doubtful passions stirred—
Thon excrlg.imed, “For ever sacred must remain a monarch’s
WO

¢ Bring another cup, and straightway to the noble Persian give:
Drink,nl s;}éd before, and perish—now I bid thee drink and
ve

THE BLACKSMITH OF RAGENBACH.

In the principality of Hohenlohe, now a part of the
kingdom of Wirtemberg, is a village called Ragenbach,
where, about twenty years’ago, the following event took
place: one afternoon in early autumn, in the tavern room
of Ragenbach, several men and women, assembled from
the village, sat at their ease. The smith formed one of
the merry company—he was a strong man, with resolute
countenance and daring mien, but with such a good-
natured smile on his lips that every one, who saw him,
admired him. His arms were like bars of iron and his
fist like a forge-hammer, so that few could equal bim in
strength of body.

The smith sat near the door chatting with one of his
neighbors, when all at once the door opened, and a dog
came staggering into the room, a great, powerful beast,
with a frightful aspect; his head hanging down, his eyes
bloodshot, his lead-colored tongue half way out of his
mouth, and his tail dropped between his legs. Thus the
ferocious beast entered the room, out of which there was
no escape but by one door. Scarcely had the smith’s
neighbor, who was bath-keeper of the place, seen the
animal than he became deadly pale, sprang up and ex-
clain;ed, in a horrified voice, “ Good-heavens! the dog is
m‘d ”

Then arose a terrible outery. The room was full of men
and women, and the foaming beast stood before the only
entrance—no one could leave without passing him. He
snapped savagely right and left—no one could pass him
without being bitten. This increased the fearful confu-
sion. With horror depicted upon their countenances, all
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sprang up and shrunk from the dog. Who should deliver
them from him? The smith also stood among them, and,
as he saw the anguish of the people, it flashed across his
mind how many of his happy and contented neighbors
would be made miserable by a mad dog, and he formed
a resolution, the like of which is scarcely to be found ip
the history of the human race, for noble self-devotion.

“Back all]” thundered he, in a deep, strong voice.
“Let no one stir; for none can vanquish the beast but
me! One victim must fall, in order to save the rest; 1
will be that victim; I will hold the brute, and while I do
80, make your escape.” The smith had scarcely spoken
these words when the dog started towards the shrieking
people. But he went not far. “ With God’s help,” cried
the smith, and he rushed upon the foaming beast, seized
him with an iron grasp, and dashed him to the floor. A
terrible struggle followed. The dog bit furiously on every
side in a frightful manner. His long teeth tore the arms
and thighs of the heroic smith, but he would not let him
loose. Regardless alike of the excessive pain and the
horrible death that must ensue, he held down with an
fron grasp, the snapping, howling brute, till all had
escaped.

He then flung the half strangled beast from him against
the wall, and, dripping with blood and venomous foam, he
left the room, locking the door after him. - Some persons
then shot the dog through the windows. Weeping and
lamenting, the people surrounded him who had saved
their lives, at the expense of his own. “ Be quiet, do not
weep for me,” be said, ‘ one must die in order to save the
others. Do not thank me—I have only performed my
duty. When I am dead, think of me with love, and now
pray for me, that God will not let me suffer long, nor too
much. I will take care that no further mischief shall
occur through ‘me, for I must certainly become mad.

He went straight to bis workshop and selected a strong
chain, the heaviest and firmest from his whole stock;
then, with his own hands, welded it upon his limbs, and
around the anvil firmly. ¢ There,” said he, “it is doue,”
after having silently and solemnly completed the work
“Now you are secured, and I am inoffensive. So long
a3 I live bring me my food. The rest I leave to God,

~
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into his bands I commend my spirit.” Nothing could
save the brave smith; neither tears, lamentations nor
prayers. Madness seized him, and after nine days he
died. He died, but his memory will live from generation
to generation, and will be venerated to the end of time.
Search history through, and you will not find an action
more glorious and sublime than the deed of this simple.
minded man—the smith of Ragenbach.

TEACHING PUBLIC SCHOOL.

FoRrTY little urchins
Coming through the door,
Pushing, crowding, making
A tremendous roar.
‘Why don’t you keep quiet?
Cant’t you keep the rulep—
Bless me, this is pleasant,
Teaching public school

Forty little pilgrims
On the road to fame ;
If they fail to reach it,
‘Who will be to blame?
High and lowly stations—
Birds of every feather—
On a common level
Here are brought together.

Dirty little faces,
Loving little hearts,
Eyes brimful of mischief,
Skilled in all its arts.
That’s a precious darling !
What are you about®
¢May I pass the water?”’
‘‘Please, may I go out?”

Boots and shoes are shuffling,
Slates and books are rattling,
And in the corner yonder
Two pugilists are battling ¢
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Others cutting didoes—
‘What a botheration !

No wonder we grow crusty
From such association !

Anxious pareut drops in,
Merely to inquire
‘Why his olive branches
Do not shoot up higher;
Bays he wants his children
'o mind their p’s and q’s,
And hopes their brilliant talents
Will not be abused.

Spelling, reading, writing,
Putting up the young ones;
Fuming, scolding, fighting,
Spurring on the dunb ones ;
Gymnasts, vocal music—
How the heart rejoices
‘When the singer comes to
Cultivate the voices!

Institute attending,
Making out reports,
Giving Object Lessons,
Class drills of all sorts ;
Reading dissertations,
Feeling like a fool—
Oh, the untold blessing
Of the Public School !

BILL AND JOE.—O. W. HorLuma,

Coxe, dear old comrade, you and 1
‘Will steal an hour from days gone by--
The shining days when life was new,
And all was bright as morning dew,
The lusty days of long ago,

‘When you were Bill and I was Joe.

Your name may flaunt a titled trail,
Proud as a cockerel’s rainbow tail ;
And mine as brief appendix wear
As Tam O’Shanter’s luckless mare ;
To-day, old friend, remember still

‘' That [ am Joe and you are Bill.
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You’ve won the great world’s envied prize,
And grand you look in people’s eyes,

‘With HON. and LL.D.,

In big brave letters, fair to see—

Your fist, old fellow ! off they go !—

How are you, Bill? How are you, Joe?

You’ve worn the judge’s ermine robe;
You’ve taught your name to half the globe ;
You've sung mankind a deathless strain;
Vou’ve made the dead past live again ;

‘The world may call you what it will,

But you and I are Joe and Bill.

The chaffing young folks stare and say,

¢ See those old buffers, bent and gray;

They talk like fellows in their teens!

Mad, poor old boys! That’s what it means’’~=
And shake their heads ; they little know

The throbbing hearts of Bill and Joe—

How Bill forgets his hour of pride,
‘While Joe sits smiling at his side ;

How Joe, in spite of time’s disguise,
Finds the old schoolmate in his eyes—
Those calm, stern eyes that melt and fill
As Joe looks foudly up at Bill,

Ah, pensive scholar | what is fame ?

A fitful tongue of leaping flame ;

A giddy whirlwind’s fickle gust,

That lifts a pinch of mortal dust :

A few swift years, and who can show
‘Which dust was Bill, and which was Joe?

The weary idol takes his stand,

Holds out his bruised and aching hand,
‘While gaping thousands come and go—
How vain it seems, this empty show |—
Till all at once his pulses thrill :

*Tis poor old Joe’s “ God bless you, Bill I

And shall we breathe in happier spberes

The names that pleased our mortal ears, =

In some sweet lull of harp and song,

For earth-born spirits none too long,—

Just whispering of the world below,

‘Whepe this was Bill, and that was Jue?
CC*
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stundy oak that has withstood the blasts of fourscore win-
ters. The purling rivulet, meandering through downy
meads and verdant glens, and Niagara’s tremendous tor-
rent, leaping over its awful chasm, and rolling in majosty
its broad sheet of waters onward to the ocean, unite in
proclaiming—*“THERE 18 A GoD.”

'"Tis heard in the whispering breeze and in the howling
storm ; in the deep-toned thunder, and in the earthquake’s
shock; ’tis declared to us when the tempest lowers,—
when the hurricane sweeps over the land,—when the
winds moan around our dwellings, and die in sullen mur-
murs on the plain, when the heavens, overcast with
blackness, ever and anon are illuminated by the light-
ning’s glare.

Nor is the truth less solemnly impressed on our minds
in the universal hush and calm repose of nature, when all
is still as the soft breathings of an infant’s slumber. The
vast ocean, when its broad expanse is whitened with
foam, and when its heaving waves roll mountsin on
mountain high, or when the dark blue of heaven’s vault
is reflected with beauty on its smooth and tranquil bosom,
confirms the declaration. The twinkling star, shedding
its flickering rays so far above the reach of human ken,
and the glorious sun in the heavens,—all—all declare,
there is a universal Firsr CAUSE.

And Man, the proud lord of creation, so fearfully and
wonderfully made,—each joint in its corresponding
socket,—each muscle, tendon, and artery, performiag
their allotted functions with all the precision of the most
perfect mechanism,~—and, surpassing all, possessed of a
soul capable of enjoying the most exquisite pleasure, or
of enduring the most excruciating pain, which is endowed
with immortal capacities, and is destined to live onward
through the endless ages of eternity,—these all unite in
one general proclamation of the eternal truth,—there is &
Being, infinite in wisdom, who reigns over all, undivided
and supreme,—the Fountain of all life, Source of all
light,—from whom all blessings flow, and in whom all
bappiness centres.
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ARTEMUS‘WARD VISITS THE SHAKERS,
C. F. BrowN.

“Mr. SHAKER,” sed I, “ you see before you a Babe ip
the Woods, so to speak, and he axes a shelter of youn.”

“Yay,” sed the Shaker, and he led the way into the
house, another bein sent to put my horse and wagon un-
der kiver.

A solum female, lookin somewhat like a last year'’s
bean-pole stuck into a long meal-bag, cum in and axed
me was I athirst and did I hunger? To which I asserted,
“A few.” She went orf, and I endeavored to open a
conversation with the old man.

“Elder, I spect,” sed L

“Yay,” he said.

“Health’s good, I reckon ?”

[{3 Yay.” .

“ What’s the wages of a Elder, when he understands
his b;zness—-or do you devote your sarvices gratooitous "

(3 ay.”

“Storm nigh, sir??

€« Yay.”

“If the storm continues there’ll be a mess underfoot,
hay 17

“Yay.”

“If I may be so bold, kind sir, what’s the price of that
pecooler kind of wesket you wear, inciudin trimmins ?”

““ Y& -

“I p{wsed a minit, and then, thinkin I'd be faseshus
with him and see how that would go, I slapt him on the
shoulder, barst into a hearty larf, and told him that as a
yayer he bhad no living ekel.

He jumped up as if bilin water had been squirted into
his ears, groaned, rolled his eyes up tords the eealin and
sed: :

“You're & man of sinl”

He then walked out of the room.

Directly thar cum in two young Shakeresses, as putty
and slick lookin galls as I ever met. It is troo they was
drest in meal-bags like the old one I'd met previsly, and
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their shiny, silky hair was hid from sight by long, white
caps, such as I spose female gosts wear; but their eyes
sparkled like diamonds, their cheeks was like roses, and
they was charmin enuff to make a man throw stuns at
his grandmother, if they axed him to. They commenst
slearing away the dishes, casting shy glances at me all
the time. I got excited. I forgot Betsey Jane in my
rapter, and sez I,

“My pretty dears, how air you?”

“We air well,” they solumly sed.

““Where is the old man ?” said I, in 2 soft voice.

“Of whom dost thou speak—DBrother Uriah ?”

“] mean that gay and festive cuss who calls me & man
of sin. Should'nt wonder if his name was’nt Uriah.”

“He has retired.”

“Wall, my pretty dears,” sez I, “let’s have some fun.
Let’s play puss in the corner. What say {”

“ Air you a Shaker, sir I’ they asked.

“ Wall, my pretty dears, I haven’t arrayed my proud
form in a long weskit yet, but if they wus all like you
perbaps I'd jine ’em. As it is, I am willing to be Shaker
protemporary.”

They was full of fun. I seed that at fust, only thei
was a little skeery. I tawt ’em puss in the corner, and sic!
like plase, and we had a nice time, keepin quiet of course,
80 tlImt the old man should’nt hear. When we broke up,
sez I:

“ My pretty dears, ear I go, you have no objecticns
have you ? to a innersent kiss at partin?”

“Yay,” they said, and I—yayed.”

DEATH OF AN INEBRIATE.

RaAIsE me up gently—there—
Oh ! give a breath of the pure, cold air;
I am dying at last—
I am going so fast—
But no one will care how soon I am cold—
They will hwity me under the damp, dark mould,
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And “only a pauper,” they'll say as they pass,
¢ Another poor wretch is buried ; alas!

That all were not lying béneath the sod

Who set at naught the great laws of God.”

Bring water I pray ;
I drank nothing else in my childhood’s day—
How it ran by our door !
How it leaped on the shore !
Oh | why did I drink from the poisoned bow]
That has wrecked my life and ruined my soul ?
That has laid in the grave my lovely wife,
And filled my life with bitterest strife?
Why are you here? Can you say me a prayer ?
Do you think I can find forgiveness up there?

‘What a wretch I have been !
None but God knoweth how great is my 8in;
But the bowl 1've forsook--
Have you 'mong you a book—
The book that tells of the ** prodigal son?"’
Ah! the life that God gave me is almost gone—
The shadows are deepening, my eyes are dim—
I have heard your prayer and beautiful hymn ;
I may be forgiven—God knows alone—
I ghall trust and hope to behold his throne.

I am going—good bye!
No one loves me down here—I hope that on Ligh

My pure wife waits for me

By the great crystal sea—
She loved me till death, so true was her heart—
T'will be sweet thus to meet her, never to part,
‘Where no tempter can come, on a glorified shore s
My life has been bitter—I'm glad ’ti3 most o'er.
Your faces look sad—Oh ! strive ye to save
Some youth from despair and a vila drunkaid’s grave,

. THE VISION OF IMMORTALITY.—E. P. Wesron.

I wHo essayed to sing, in earlier days,

The Thanatopsis and The Hymn to Death,
‘Wake now the Hymn to Immortality!

Yet once again, oh | man, come forth and view
The haunts of nature; walk the waving fields,
Enter the silent groves, or pierce again
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The depths of the untrodden wilderness,

And she shall teach thee. Thou hast learned before
One lesson—and her Hymn of Death hatl: fallen
‘With melancholy sweetness on thine ear.

Yet she shall tell thee with a myriad tongzne

That lsfe is there—life in uncounted forms—
8tealing in silence through the hidden roots,

In every branch that swings—in the green leaves
And waving grain, and the gay summer flowers
That gladden the beholder. Listen now,

And she shall teach thee that the dead have slept
But to awaken in more glorious forms—

And that the mystery of the seed’s decay

Is but the promise of the coming life.

Each towering oak that lifts its living head

To the broad sunlight, in eternal strength,

Glories to tell thee that the acorn died.

The flowers that spring above their last year's grave
Avre eloquent with the voice of life and hope—
And the green trees clap their rejoicing hands,
‘Waving in triumph o'er the earth’s decay !

Yet not alone shall flower and forest raise

The voice of triumph and the hymu of life.

The tnsect brood is there :—each painted wing
That flutters in tne sunshine, broke but now

From the close cerements of a worm’s own shroud,
Is telling, as it flies, how life may spring

In its glad beauty from the gloom of death
‘Where the crushed mould beneath the sunken foot
Beems but the sepulchre of old decay ;

Turn thou a keener glance, and thou shalt find
The gathered myriads of a mimic world.

The breath of evening and the sultry morn

Bears on its wing a cloud of witnesses

That earth from her unnumbered caves of death
Sends forth a mightier tide of tceming life ;

Raise then the Hymn to Immortality |

The broad green prairies and the wilderness,

And the old cities where the dead have slept,

Age upon age, a thousand graves in one,

Shall yet be crowded with the living forms

Of myriads, waking from the silent dust.

Kings that lay down in state, and earth’s poor slaves,
Resting together'in one foud embrace,

The white-haired patriarch and the tender babe,
Grown old together in the flight of years;

They of immortal fame and they whose praise

‘Was never sounded in the cars of men,—

Archon and priest, and the poor common crowd,—
All the vast concourse in the halls of death,—
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Shall waken from the dreams of silent years

To hail the dawn of the immortal day.

Aiyle, learn the lesson! Though the worm shall be
Thy brother in the mystery of death,

And all ghall pass, humble and proud and gay
Together, to earth’s mighty charnel-house,

Yet the immortal is thy heritage !

The grave shall gather thee : yet thou shalt come,
Beggar or prince, not as thou wentest foxth, ~
In rags or purple, but arrayed as those

‘Whose mortal puts on immortality |

Then mowrn not when thou markest the decay

Of nature, and her solemn hymn of death

Steals with a note of sadness to thy heart.

That other voice, with its rejoicing tones,

Breaks from the mould with every bursting flower,
¢«Q grave | thy victory!’ And thou, oh, man |

B ed with sorrow at the woes which crowd
Thy narrow heri lift up thy bead

In the strong hope of the undying life,

And shout the Hymn to Immortality.

The dear departed that have passed away

To the still house of death, leaving thine own,
The gray-haired sire that died in blessing thee,
Mother, or sweet-lipped babe, or she who gave
Thy home the light and bloom of Paradise,—
They shall be thine again, when thou shalt pass
At 's appointment, through the shadowy vale,
To reach the sunlight of the Immortal Hills.

And thou that gloriest to lie down with kings,
Thine uncrowned head no lowlier than theirs,
Beek thou the loftier glory to be known

A king and priest to God |—when thou shalt pass
Forth from these silent halls to take thy place
With patriarchs and prophets and the blest

Gone up from every land to people heaven.

8o live, that when the mighty caravan.

‘Which halts one night-time in the vate of Death,
Shall strike its white tents for the morning muarch,
Thou shalt mount onward to the Eternal ilills,
Thy foot unwearied, and thy strength renewed
Like the strong eagle’s for the upward flight !
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THE SHEPHERD OF THE PEOI'LE.

REV. PHILLIPS BROOKS.

8o let him lie here in our midst to-day, and let our
people go and bend with solemn thoughtfulness and look
upon his face and read the lessons of his burial. As he
paused here on his journey from his Western home and
told us what by the help of God he meant to do, so let
him pause upon his way back to his Western grave and tell
us, with a silence more eloquent than words, how bravely,
how truly, by the strength of God be did it. God brought
him up as he bronght David up from the sheepfolds to
feed Jacob his people, and Israel his inheritance. Ha
came up in earnestness and faith, and he goes back in
triumph. As be pauses here to-day, and from his cold
lips bids us bear witness how he has met the duty that
was laid on him, what can we say out of our full hearts
but this—‘He fed them with a faithful and true heart,
and ruled them prudently with all his power.” The
Shepherd of the People! that old name that the best
rulers ever craved. What ruler ever won it like this
dead President of ours? He fed us faithfully and truly.
He fed us with counsel when we were in. doubt, with
inspiration when we sometimes faltered, with caution
when we would be rash, with calm, clear, trustful cheer-
fulness through many an hour when our hearts were dark.
He fed hungry souls all over the country with sympathy
and consolation. He spread before the whole land feasts
of great duty and devotion and patriotism on which the
land grew strong. e fed us with solemn, solid truths.
He taught us the sacredness of government, the wicked-
ness of treason. He made our souls glad and vigorous
with the love of Liberty that was in his. He showed us
bhow to love truth and yet be charitable—how to hate
wrong and all oppression, and yet not treasure one per-
sonal injury or insult. He fed all his people from the
highest to the lowest, from the most privileged down to
the most enslaved. Best of all, he fed us with a reverent
and genuine religion. He spread before us the love and
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fear ¢f God just in that shape in which we need them
most, and out of his faithful service of a higher Master,
who of us has not taken and eaten and grown strong?
“Hefed them with a faithfal and true heart.” Yes, till
the last. For at the last, behold him standing with hand
reached out to feed the South with Mercy and the North
with Charity, and the whole land with Peace, when the
Lord, who bhad sent him, called him and his work was
done.

AN IRISH LETTER.

Tullymucclescrag, Parrish of Ballyraggett, near

Ballysluggathey, County of Kilkenny,
Ireland, Jinuary the 1th,
My Dear NerHEW,—I haven'’t sent ye a letther since
the last time 1 wrote to ye, bekase we have moved from
our former place of livin’ and I didn’t know where a letther
would find ye; but I now with pleasure take up me pin
to inform ye of the death of yer own livin’ uncle, Ned
Fitzpatrick, who died very suddenly a few days ago afther
alingerin’ illress of six weeks. The poor fellow was in
violent convulsions the whole time of his sickness, lyin’
perfectly quiet, and intirely speechless—all the while
talkin’ incoherently, and cryin’ for wather. I had no op-
portunity of informin’ ye of his death sooner, except I
wrote to ye by the last post, which same went off two
days before he died; and then ye would have postage to
an. T’am at a loss to tell what his death was occasioned
y, but I fear it was by his last sickness, for he was niver
well ten days togither durin’the whole of his confine-
ment; and I believe his death was brought about by his
aitin’ too much of rabbit stuffed with pais and gravy, or
pais and gravy stuffed with rabbit; but, be that as it may,
when he brathed his last, the docther gave up all hope
of his recovery. I need’nt tell ye anything about his age,
for ye well know that in June next be would have been
just seventy-five years old lackin’ ten months, and, had
e lived till that time, would have been just six months

85+
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dead. His property now devolves to his next of kin,
which all died some time ago, so that I expect it will be
divided between us; and ye know his property, which
was very large, was sold to pay his debts, and the
remainder he lost at a horse race; but it was the opinion
of ivery body at the time that he would have won the
iace if the baste he run aginst had'nt been too fast for
im.

I niver saw a man in all my life, and the docthers all
said so, that observed directions or took medicine betther
than he did. He said he would as leve dbrink bitter as
sweet if it had only the same taste, and ipecakana as
wkisky-punch if it would only put him in the same humor
for fightin’. But, poor sowl! he will niver ate or dhrink
any more, and ye hav’nt a livin’ relation in the world ex-
cept meself and yer two cousing who were kilt in the
last war. I can not dwell on the mournful subject any
longer, and shall sale me letther with black salin’wax,
and put in it yer uncle’s coat-of-arms. So I beg ye not
to brake the sale when ye open the letther, and don’t open
it until two or three days afther ye resave this, and by
that time ye will be well prepared for the sorrowful
tidings. Yer old sweetheart sinds her love unknownst
to ye. When Jarry McGhee arrives in America, ax him
for this letther, and if he don’t brung it from amongst the
rest, tell him it’s the one that spakes about yer uncle’s
death, and saled in black.

I remain yer affectionate ould grandmother,
. Bripger O’HoOLEGOIN.

P. 8.—Don't write till ye resave this.

N. B—When yez come to this place, stop, and don’t
tade any more until my next.

DORA.—ALFRED TENNYSON.

Wita Farmer Allan at the farm abode

William and Dora. William was his son,

And she his neice. He o(ten look’d at them,

And often thought *1'll make them man and wife,”
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Now Dora felt her uncle’s will in all,
And yearn’d towards William ; but the youth, because
He had been always with her in the house,
Thought not of Dora.
Then there came a day

‘When Allan call’d his son, and said, ¢ My son,
I married late, but I would wish to see

My grandchild on my knees before I die:

And I have set my heart upon a match.

Now therefore look to Dora ; she is well

To look to; thrifty too beyond her age.

She is my brother’s daughter: he and I

Had once hard words, and parted, and he died
In foreign lands ; but for his sake I bred

His daughter Dora ; take her for your wife ;
For I have wished this marriage, night and day
For many years.” But William answer’d short :
¢I can not marry Dora ; by my life,

1 will not marry Dora.”” Then the old man
‘Was wroth, and doubled up his hands, and said,
¢You will not, boy! you dare to answer thus |
But in my time a father’s word was law,

And so shall it be now for me. Look to it:
Consider, Willian : take a month to think,

And let me bave an answer to my wish,

Or, by the Lord that made me, you shall pack,
And never more darken my doors again.”

But William answered madly ; bit his lips,

And broke away. The more he looked at her
The less he liked her ; and his ways were harsh 3
But Dora bore them meekly. Then before

The month was out he left his father’s house,
And hired himself to work within the fields;
And half in love, half spite, he wooed and wed
A laborer’s daughter, Mary Morrison.

Then, when the bells were ringing, Allan call’d
His neice and said, ¢ My girl I love you well ;
But if you speak with him that was my son,

Or change a word with her he calls his wife,

My home is none of yours. My will is law.”
And Dora promised, being meek. She thought,
¢ ]t can not be ; my uncle’s mind will change 1"

And days went on, and there was born a boy
To William ; then distresses came on him ;

And day by day he passed his father’s gate,
Heart-broken, and his father helped him not.
But Dora stored what little she could save,
And sent it them by stealth, nor did they know
‘Who sent it ; till at last a fever seized

On William, and iun harvest-time he died. *
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Then Dora went to Mary. Mary sat
And looked with tears upon her boy, and thought
Hard things of Dora. Dora came and said,

“I have obeyed my uncle until now,

And I have sinned, for it was all through me
This evil came on William at the first.

But, Mary, for the sake of him that’s gone,

And for your sake,—the woman that he chose,—
And for this orphan, I am come to you:

You know there has not been for these five years
So full a harvest : let me take the boy,

And I will set him in my uncle’s eye

Among the wheat; that when his heart is glad
Of the full harvest, he may see the boy,

And bless him for the sake of him that's gone.”

And Dora took the child and went her way
Across the wheat, and sat upon a mound
That was unsown, where many poppies grew.

Far off, the farmer came into the field

And spied her not ; but none of all his men

Dare tell him Dora waited with the child ;

And Dora would have risen and gone to him,
But her heart failed her; and the reapers reaped,
And the sun fell, and all the land was dark.

But when the morrow came, she rose and took
The child once more, and sat upon the mound ;
And made a little wreath of all the flowers
That grew about, and tied it round his hat,

To make him pleasing in her uncle’s eye.

Then, when the farmer passed into the field,

He spied her, and he left his men at work,

And came and said, ‘¢ Where were you yesterday ®
‘Whose child is that? What are you doing here #"”
So Dora cast her eyes upon the ground,

And answer’d softly, ¢ This is William’s child I”’
¢ And did I not,” said Allan, ‘‘did I not

Forbid you, Dora?'’ Dora said again,

“¢ Do with me as you will, but take the child,

And bless him for the sake of him that’s gone I”
And Allan said, ‘‘I see it is a trick

Got up betwixt you and the woman there.

I must be taught my duty, and by you!

You knew my word was law, and yet you dared
To slight it. Well—for I will take the boy ;

But go you hence, and never see me more.”’

So saying, he took the boy, that cried aloud
And struggled hard. ‘The wreath of flowers fell
At Dora’s feet. She bowed upon her hands,

And the boy’s cry came to her from the field, [
More and mord distant., She bowed down her head,
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Remembering the day when first she came,
And all the things that had been. She bowed down
And wept in secret ; and the reapers reaped,
And the sun fell, and all the land was dark.
Then Dora went to Mary’s house, and stood
Upon the threshold., Mary saw the boy
a8 not with Dora. She broke out in praise
To God, that helped her in her widowhood.
And Dora said, ‘‘My uncle took the boy ;
But, Mary, let me live and work with you:
He says that he will never see me more.”
Then answered Mary, ¢ This shall never be,
That thou shouldst take my trouble on thyself ;
And, now I think, he shall not have the boy,
For he will teach him hardness, and to slight
His mother ; therefore thou and I will go,
And Iwill have my boy, and bring him home ;
And I will beg of him to take thee back ;
But if he will not take thee back again,
Then thou and I will live withiu one house,
And work for William’s child until he grows

of to help us.”
28 80 the women kiss'd

Each other, and set out, and reached the farm.
The door was off the latch ; they peeped, and saw
The boy set up betwixt his grandsire’s knees,
Who thrust him in the hollow of his arms,
And clapped him on the hands and on the cheeks,
Like one that loved him ; and the lad stretched out
And babbled for the golden seal that hung
From Allan’s watch, and sparkled by the fire.
Then they came in ; but when the boy beheld
His mother, he cried out to come to her;
And Allan sat him down, and Mary said,
¢ Oh father—if you let me call you so—
I never came a-begging for mysel[{
Or William, or this child ; but now I come
For Dora: take her back { she loves you well,
Oh, sir! when William died, he died at peace
With all men; for I asked him, and he said
He could not ever rue his marrying me.
I had been a patient wife ; but, sir, he said
That ho was wrong to cross his father thus:
¢God bless him !’ he said, ‘and may he never know
The troubles I have gone through!’” Then he tunwed
His face and passed—unhappy that I am!
But now, sir, let me have my boy, for you
Will make him hard, and he will learn to slight
His father’s memory ; and take Dora back,
And let all this be as it was before.””
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8o Mary said, and Dora hid her face
By Mary. There was silence in the room ;
And all at once the old man burst in sobs ;
- “I've been to blame—to blame, I have killed my som.
I have killed him—but I loved him—my dear son !
May God forgive me |—I have been to blame,
Kiss me, my children.”
Then they clung about

The old man’s neck, and kissed him many times.
And all the man was broken with remorse ;
And all his love came back a hundred fold ;
And for three hours he soblb’d o’er William's child,
Thinking of William.

8o these four abode

‘Within one house together ; and as years
‘Went forward, Mary took another mate ;
But Dora lived unmarried till her death.

THE LITTLE CHURCH ROUND THE CORNER.
A. E. LANCASTER.

REv. Dr. Houghton officiated at the burial of George Holland, a Comedian,
in New York City, after another minister had refused his services. For this
act of Christian duty, a8 ke considered, he was made the recipient of large
sums of money ;—the proceeds of numerous testimonial benefits, in various
parts of the Union;—ull of which he conscientiously declined on his own
account, and that of hisChurch, but accepted in trust, to. be used only for
charitable purposes, This selection and the one following, relate to the
occurrence,

¢t BrING him not here where our sainted feet
Are treading the path to glory ;

Bring him not here, where our Saviour sweet
Repeats, for us, His story.

Go, take him where ‘such things’ are done,—
For he sat in the seat of the scorner,—

To where they have room, for we have none,
To that little church round the corner.”

8o spake the holy man of God
Of another man, his brother,
‘Whose cold remains, ere they scught the sod,
Had only asked that a Christian rite
Migkt be read above them by one whose light
as, *Brethren, love one another ;”*
Had only asked that a prayer be read
Ere his flesh went down to join the dead,
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‘Whilst his spirit looked, with suppliant eyes,

8earching for God throughout the skies.

But the vriest frowned *‘ No,’’ and his brow was bare
Of love in the sight of the mourner,

And they looked for Christ and found Him—where ?
In that little church round the corner !

Ah, welll God grant, when, with aching fee
‘We tread life’s last few paces, g foobs
That we may hear some accents sweet,
And kiss, to the end, fond faces !
God grant that this tired flesh may rest,
('Mid many a musing mourner)
‘While the sermon is preached, and the rites are read,
In no church where the heart of love is dead,
And the pastor a pious prig at best,
But in some small nook where God’s confessed—
Some litile church round the corner /

THE POOR PLAYER AT THE GATPE*.

L]
‘WiseLY, good Uncle Toby said
“If h’ere, below, the right we do,
'Twill ne’er be ask’d of us above
‘What coat we wore, red, black, or blue.”’

At Heaven'’s high Chancery, gracious deeds
Shall count before professions,

And humble virtues, clad in weeds,
Shall rank o’er rich possessions.

8o the poor player’s motley garb,
If truth and worth adorn it,

May pass unchallenged through the gate,
Though churls and bigots scorn it.

'Che Lord of Love, the world’s great Light,
Made Publicans his care, .
And Pharisees alone demurred
That such His gifts should share.

But still He held his gracious way,
Boothing the humblest mourner,
Nor ever bade one sinner seek
For comfort ‘‘round the corner.’

¢ Written and spoken for the Holland Testimonial, at Wallack’s, the Fifth
Avenue, Niblo’s T and Academy of Music, by rge Vandenhoff,
DD
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Tte woman that in sin was ta’en,
Bowed down with guilt and shame,

Found pity in that breast divine
That knew no taint of blame,

The Pharisees all gathered round
To taunt, revile, and stone her;
Christ bade her ‘“go and sin no more,”
His mercy would atone her.

He raised from death the widow's son,
Nor ask’d his trade, profession;
Enough for Ilim, a mother’s faith
In His divine compassion,

He healed the palsied, halt, and blind,
Nor left one heart forlorner ;

He never bade them go and find
A Doctor—““ round the corner.’’

Some modern saints too dainty are
To walk in paths like these ;
They’d lock the gates of heaven on wos,
they but held the keys.
The widow’s friends ask prayers o’er him
From whom death’s hand has torn her}
The saintly man refers him to
¢The small church round the corner."

‘What is there in the player’s art
Should close the fount of love?
He who on earth plays well his part

May hope a seat above,

The lessons he has wreathed with smiles,
The hearts his mirth made lighter

Bhall plead like angels’ tongues for grace,
And make his record brighter.

And thouch not nearest to the Throne,
Yet sure tho lowest born, or

The actor in the veriest bar,
May find in heav’n a corner.

All honor to the little Church,
And to its gracious Pastor,

‘Who in his heart the lessons kept,
Taught by his heav’nly Master !
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And when this fleeting scene is past
To sinner, saint, and scorner,

Let’s hope we ALL may find, at last,
A bright home round the corner.

MR. CAUDLE HAVING LENT FIVE POUNDS TO A
FRIEND.—DouGLA8 JERROLD.

You ought to be very rich, Mr. Caudle. I wonder
who’d lend you five pounds] But so it is: & wife may
work and slave. Oh, dear! the many things that might
have been done with five pounds! As if people picked up
money in the streets! But you always were a fool, Mr.
Caudle! I've wanted a black satin gown these three years,
and that five pounds would have pretty well bought it. But
it’s no matter how I go—not at all. Everybody says I
don’t dress as becomes your wife—and I don’t; but what's
that to you, Mr. Caudle? Nothing. Oh, no! you can
have fine feelings for everybody but those that belong to
ﬂﬁn. I wish people knew you as I do—that’s all. You

ike to be called liberal—and your poor family pays for it.

All the girls want bonnets, and when they’re to get em
X can’t tell. Half five pounds would have bought ’em—
but now they must go without. Of course, they belong
to you; and anybody but your own flesh and blood, Mr.
Caudle.

The man called for the water-rate to-day; but I should
like to know how people are to pay taxes who throw
away five pounds to every fellow that asks them.

Perhaps you don’t know that Jack, this morning,
knocked the shuttlecock through his bed-room window.
I was going to send for the glazier to mend it ; but, aftee
you lent that five pounds, I was sure we couldn’t afford
it. Oh, no: the window must go as it is; and pretty
weather for & dear child to sleep with a broken window.
He’s got a cold already on his lungs, and I shouldn’t at
all wonder if that broken window settled him: if the dear
boy dies, his death will be upon his father’s head : for I'm
sure we can’t now pay to mend windows. We migbt,
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though, and do a good many more things, if people didn’t
throw away their five pounds.

Next Tuesday the fire insurance is due. I should like
to know how iv's to be paid. Why, it can’t be paid at all.
That five pounds would have just done it—and now
insurance is out of the question. And there never were
so many fires as there are now. I shLall: never close my
eyes ail night; but what’s that to you, so people can call
you liberal, Mr. Caudle? Your wife and children may
all be burnt alive in their beds—as all of us to a certainty
shall be, for the insurance must drop. After we've insured
for so many years! But how, I should like to know, are
people to insure who make ducks and drakes of their five
pounds?

I did think we might go to Margate this summer.
There’s poor Caroline, I’'m sure she wants the sea. But
no, dear creature, she must stop at home; she’ll g¢ into
a cousumption, there’s no doubt of that; yes, sweet littie
angel. I've made up my mind to loose her now. Tho
child might have been saved; but people can’t save their
children and throw away five pounds too.

I wonder where little Cherub is? While you were
lending that five pounds, the dog ran out of the shop.
You know I never let it go into the street, for fear if
should be bit by some mad dog and come home and bite
the children. It wouldn’t at all astonish me if the animal
was to come back with the hydrophobia and give it to all
the family. However, what’s your family to you, so you
can play the liberal creature with five pounds?

Do you hear that shutter, how it’s banging to and fro?
Yes, I know what it wants as well as you: it wants a
new fastening. I was going to send for the blacksmith
to-day. But now it’s out of the question: now it mrst
bang of nights, since you have thrown away five pounds,

Well, things have come to a pretty pass! This is the
first night I ever made my supper of roast beef without
pickles. But who is to afford pickles when folks are
always lending five pounds?

Do you hear the mico running about the room? I
hear them. If they were only to drag you out of bed, it
would be no matter. Set a trap for ’em? But how are
people to affird the cheese, when every day they lose
five pounds?
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Hark! I'm sure there’s a noise down stairs. It
wouldn’t surprise me if there were thieves in the hoase.
Well, it may be the cat; but thieves are pretty sure to
come some night. There’s a wretched fastening to the
back door; but these are not times to afford bolts and
bars, when fools won’t take care of their five pounds.

Mary Anne ought to Fave gone to the dentist’s to-mor-
row. She wants thrve teeth pulled out. Now it can’t
be done. Three teeth, that quite disfigure the child’s
mouth. But there they must stop, and spoil the sweetest
face that was ever made. Otherwise she’d have been the
wife for a lord. Now, when she grows up, who'll have
her? Nobody. We shall die, and leave her alone and
unprotected in the world. Tsut what do you care for that?
Nothing; so you can squander away five pounds.

And now, Mr, Caudle, sce what a misery you've
brought on your wretched family! I can’t bhave a satin
gown—the girls can’t have new bonnets—the water-rate
must stand over—Jack must get his death through a
broken windcw—our fire insurance can’t be paid, so we
shall all be victims to the devouring element—we can’t
go ta Margate, and Caroline will go to an early grave—
the dog will come home and bite us all mad—that shutter
will go banging forever—the mice never let us bave a
wink of sleep—the thieves be always breaking in the
house—and our dear Mary Anne be forever left an uwn
protected maid—and all, all, Mr. Caudle, because you
will go on lending five pounds!

THE PUREST PEARL.

BesoE the church door, a-weary and alone.
A blind woman sat on the cold door-stone,
The wind was bitter, the snow fell fast,
And a mocking voice in the fitful blast
teemed ever to echo her morning cry.

As she begged an alms of the passers-by,
¢““[Iave pity on me, have pity, I pray;

My back is bent, and my bhair is gray.”



68

ONE HUNDRED COHOICE SELEOTIONS

The bells were ringing the hour of prayer,
And manryegood people were gathered there ;
But covered with furs and mantles warm,
They hurried past through the wintry storm.

Some were hoping their souls to save,

And some were thinking of death and the grave,
And, alas! they had no time to heed

The poor soul agking for charity’s meed ;

And some were blooming with beauty’s grace,
But closely muffled inveils of lace ;

They saw not the sorrow, nor heard the moan
Of her who sat on the cold door-stone.

At last came one of noble name,

By the city counted the wealthiest dame,

And the pearls that o’er her neck were strung,
She proudly there to the beggar flung.

Then followed a maiden, young and fair,

Adorned with clusters of golden hair

But her dress was thin, and scanty, and worn,

Not even the beggar's seemed more forlorn ;

‘With a tearful look and a pitying sigh,

Bhe whispered soft, ‘“No jewels have I, .
But I give you my prayers, good friend,” said she,
¢ And sure, I know, God listens to me,”’

On the poor white hand, so shrunken and small,
The blind woman let & tear-drop fall,

Then kissed it, and said to the weeping girl,
«It is you who have given the purest, pearl.”

THE BATTLE OF IVRY.—T. B. MAcAvLEY.

Now glory to the Lord of Iosts, from whom all glories are !
And gloryto our Sovereign Liege, King Henry of Navarre !
Now let there be the merry sound of music and the dance,
Through thy corn-fields green, and sunny vales, O pleasant land

of Fraucel

And thou, Rocheue, our own Rochelle, proud city of the

waters,

Again let rapture light the eyes of all thy mourning daughters;
As thou wert constant in ouv ills, be joyous in our joy,
For cold aud stiff and still are they who wrought thy walls

annoy.
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Hucrah! hurrah! a single field hath turned the chance of
War.

Hurrah | hurrah ! for Ivry and King Henry of Navarre !

Oh, how our hearts were beating, when, at the dawn of day,

We saw the army of the League drawn out in long array ;

‘With all its priest-led citizens, and all its rebel peers,

And Appenzel's stout iufantry, and Egmont’s Flemish spears!

There rode the brood of false Lorraine, the curses of our land {

And dark Mayenne was in the midst, a truncheon in his hand ;

And, as we looked on them, we thought of Seine’s empurpled

flood,
And good Coligni’s hoary hair all dabbied with his blood ;
And we cried unto the living God, who rules the fate of war,
To fight for His own holy Name, and Heury of Navarre.

The King has come to marshal us, in all his armor drest,

And he has bound a enow-white plume upon his gallant crest.

He looked upon his people, and a tear was in his eye ;

He looked upon the traitors, and his glance was stern and high.

Right graciously, he smiled on us, as rolled from wing to wing,

Down %ll oml',}ine, in deafening shout, ¢ God save our lord, the
in

¢ And if my standard-bearer fall,—as fall full well he may,

For never saw I promise yet of such a bloody fray,—

Press where ye sce my white plume shine, amid the ranks of

war,
And be yt,mr oriflamme, to-day, the helmet of Navarre.”

Hurrah ! the foes are moving! Hark to the mingled din

Of fife, and steed, and trump, and drum, and roaring culverin |

The fiery Duke is pricking fast across Saint André’s plain,

‘With all the hireling chivalry of Guelders and Almayne.

Now, by the lips of those ye love, fair gentlemen of France,

Charge for the golden lilies now,—upon them with the lance !

A thousand spurs are striking deep, a thousand spears in rest,

A thousand knights are pressing close behind the snow-white
cres

And in they burst, and on they rushed, while, like a guiding

- star,
Amidst the thickest carnage blazed the helmet of Navarre.

Now, god be praised, the day isours! Mayenne hath turned
is rein,
D’Aumale hath cried for quarter—the Flemish Count is slain;
Their ranks are breaking like thin clouds before a Biscay gale ;
The field 1ls heaped with bleeding steeds, and flags, and cloven
mail.
And then we thought on vengeance, and all along our van,
*‘ Remember St. Bartholomew !’ was passed from man to wnan ;
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But 01}1; spake gentle Henry, then,—*‘‘No Frenchman is my

00 *
Down, down with every foreigner ! but let your brethren go.”
0Oh, was there ever such a knight, in friendship or in war,
As our sovereign lord, King Henry, the soldier of Navarre?

Ho | maidens of Vienna! Ho! matrons of Lucerne!
‘Weep, weep and rend your hair for those who never sha!

return
Ho! Philip, send for charity thy Mexican pistoles,
That Antwerp monks may sing a mass for thy poor spearmens’

souls.
Ho! gallatlxlt nobles of the League, look that your arms be
bright |
Ho! burghers of St. Genevieve, keep watch and ward to-night !
For our hath crushed the tyrant, our God hath raised the
slave,
And mocked the counsel of the wise and the valor of the brave.
Then glory to His holy name, from whom all glories are !
And glory to our sovereign lord, King Henry of Navaire !

THE DUELLIST’S HONOR.—BisHOP ENGLAND.

Honor is the acquisition and preservation of the dig-
tity of our nature: that dignity consists in its perfection ;
that perfection is found in observing the laws of our
Creator; the laws of the Creator are the dictates of reason
and of religion: that is, the observance of what He
teaches us by the natural light of our own minds, and by
the special revelations of His will manifestly given. They
both concur in teaching us that individuals have not the
dominion of their own lives ; otherwise, no suicide would
be a criminal. They concur in teaching us that we ought
to be amenable to the laws of the society of which we are
members; otherwise, morality and honor would be con-
sistent with the violation of law and the disturbance of
the social system. They teach us that society cannot
continue to exist where the public tribunals are despised
or undervalued, and the redress of injuries withdrawn
from the calm regulation of public justice, for the purpose
of being committed to the caprice of private passion, and
the execution of individual ill-will; therefore, the man of
honor abides by the law of God, reveres the statutes of
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his country, and is respectful and amenable to its authori.
ties. Such, my friends, is what the reflecting portion of
mankind has always thought upon the subject of honor.
- This was the honor of the Greek; this was the honor of
the Roman: this the honor of the Jew; this the honor
of the Gentile; this, too, was the honor of the Christian,
antil the superstition and barbarity of Northern devasta-
tors darkened his glory and degraded his character.
Man, then, has not power over his own life; much less
is he justified in depriving another human being of life.
Upon what ground can he who engages in a duel, through
the fear of ignominy, lay claim 4o courage? Unfortunate
delinquent! Do you not see by how many links your
victim was bound to a multitude of others? Does his
vain and idle resignation of his title to life absolve you
from the enormous claims which society has upon yoa for
his services,—his family for that support, of which you
bave robbed them, without your own enrichment? Go,
stand over that body ; call back that soul which you bave
driven from its tenement ; take up that hand which your
pride refused to touch, not one hour ago. You have, in
your pride and wrath, usurped one prerogative of God—
You have inflicted death. At least, in mercy, attempt
the exercise of another ; breathe into those distended nos-
trils,—let your brother be once more a living soul! Mer-
ciful Father! how powerless are we for good, but how
mighty for evill Wretched man! ha does not answer,—
he cannot rise. All your efforts’to make him breathe are
vain. His soul is already in the presence of your com-
mon Creator. Like the wretched Cain, will you answer,
‘Am I my brother’s keeper?” Why do you turn away
from the contemplation of your own honorable work?
Yes, go as far a8 you will, still the admonition will ring
in your ears: It was by your hand ke fell! The horrid
instrument of death is still in that hand, and the stain of
blood upon your soul. Fly, if you will,—go 1o that house
which you have filled with desolation. It is the shrick
of his widow,—they are the cries of his children,—the
broken sobs of his parent ;—and, amidst the wailings,
you distinctly hear the voice of imprecation on your own
guilt'}y head! Will your honorable feelings be content with
this? Have you now had abundant and gentlemanly

satisfaction ?
DD*



13 ONE HUNDRED CHOIOE SELECTIONS

PETER'S RIDE TO THE WEDDING.

PETER would ride to the wedding—he would,
8o he mounted his ass—and his wife

She was to ride behind, if she could,

“Tor,” says Peter, ‘‘the woman, she should
Follow, not lead through life.”

¢ He’s mighty convenient, the ass, my dear,
And proper and safe—and now

You hold by the taf., while I hold by the ear,

And we’ll ride to the kirk in time, never fear,
If the wind and the weather allow.”

The wind and the weather were not to be blamed,
But the ass had adopted the whim,

That two at a time was a load never framed

For the back of one ass, and he secmed quite ashamed
That two should stick fast upon him,

¢¢Come, Dobbin,”” says Peter, “I'm thinking we’ll trot.’
“I'm thinking we won’t,”’ says the ass,

In language of conduct, and stuck to the spot

As if he had shown he would sooner be shot
Than lift up a toe from the grass.

Says Peter, says he, ¢ I'll whip him a little,”’—

“Try it, my dear,”” says she,—
But he might just as well have whipped a brass kettle
The ass was made of such obstinate mettle

That never a step moved he. ,

TN prick him, my dear, with a needle,”’ said she,
¢“T’'m thinking he’ll alter his mind,”’—

The ass felt the needle, and up went his heels;

¢“I’m thinking,” says she, ‘‘he’s beginning to feel
Some notion of moving—behind.”

¢ Now lend re the needle and I'll prick his ear,
And sct t'other end, too, agoing.”’
The ass felt the neeuje, and upward he reared ;
But kicking and rearing was all, it appeared,
Ho had any intention of doing.
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Says Peter, says he, ¢ We get on rather slow ;
ile one end is up t’other sticks to the ground ;
But I'm thinking a method to move him I know,
Let’s prick head and tail together, and so
Give the creature a start all around.”

8o said, so done ; all hands were at work,
And the ass he did alter his mind,
For he started away with so sudden a jerk,
That in less than a trice he arrived at the kirk,
But he left all his lading behiud.

THE PHANTOM ISLES.—JoEN MONBELL,

Ix the Bay of New York there are many small islands, the frequent resors
of summer Klmure—pnrties. One of the dangers haunting these scenes of
amusement Is that high tides often cover the islands. The incidents recorded
In the following lines actually took place under the circumstances mentioned,
and the eutire change in the heart and life of the bereaved father makes the
simple story as instructive as it is iutercsting and touching.

TaE Phantom Isles are fading from the sea ;
The groups that thronged them leave their sinking shores ;
And shout and laugh, and jocund catch and glee
Ring through the mist, to beat of punctual oars,
Through the gray mist that comes up with the tide,
And covers all the ocean far and wide.

Of the gay revellers one child alone
‘Was wanting at the roll’s right merry call ;
From boat to boat they sought him ; he was gone,
And fear and trembling tilled the hearts of all ;
For the damp mist was falling fast the while,
And the sea, rising, swallowing up each isle.

The trembling father guides the searching band,
While every sinew, hope and fear can strain,
Is stretched to bring the quiv'ring boat to land,
And find the Jost one,—but is stretched in vain ¢
No land they tind, but one sweet call they bear,
¢Steer this way, father! this way, father dear I”’

That voice they follow, certain they have found,
But vainly sweep the waters o’er and o’er;
The whisp’ring waves have ceased their rippling sound :
Their silence telling they have lost their shove :
Yet still the sweet young voice cries loud and clear,
¢Bteer this way, fat.herlT this way, father dear !
36
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Onward they rush, like those who in the night
Follow the phantom flame, but never find ;
Now certain that the voice has lead them right,
Yet the next moment hearing it behind; -
But wrapt in gurgling, smothered sounds of fear,
¢ Steer this way, father ! this way, father dear!”

The night is spent in vain—no further cry
Cheers them with hope, or wilders them with fear ;
With breaking morning, as the mists sweep by,
They can see nothing but wide waters drear ;
Yet ever in the childless father’s ear
Rings tho sad cry, *‘Steor this way, father dear 1"’

And on through life, across its changeful tide,
Where many a doubtful course before him lay,

That sweet young voice did help him to decide,
‘When others strove to lure his bark astray ;

falling from beaven, in accents soft and clear,

. “Bteer this way, father! this way, father dear I"’

Until there at length—drawn upward to the land
‘Where is8 no more 8orrow, no more sea :

Cheering him brightly from its crystal strand
Into the haven where his soul would be;

These its last whispers in Lis dying ear,

“Bteer this way, father! tlis way, father dear I”

HOTSPUR’S DEFENCE.—SHAKSPRARR,

My liege, I did deny no prisoners,

But, I remember, when the fight was done,
‘When I was diy with rage, and extreme toi
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword,
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress’d,
Fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin new reap’d,
Show’d like a stubble-land at harvest-home.;

He was perfumed like a milliner ;

And “twixt hisfinger and thumb he held

A pouncet-box which ever and anon

He gave his nose, and took ’t away again ;—
‘Who, therewith angry, when it next came the
Took it in snuff ;—and still he smil’d and talk’d
Aud, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by,

He oalled them—nntaught knaves, unmannerly,
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To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse

Betwixt the wind and his nobility.

With many holyday and lady terms

He question’d me ; among the rest demanded
My prisoners, in your majesty’s behalf.

I then, all smarting, with my wounds being cold,
To be so pester’d with a popinjay,

Out of my grief and my imnatience,

Answer’d neglectingly, I know not what ;

He should, or he should not ;—for he made me mad,
To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet,
And talk so like a waiting gentlewoman,

of guns, and drums, and wounds (God save the mark 1),
And telling me, the sovereign'st thing on earth
‘Was parmaceti for an inward bruise ;

And that it was great pity, so it was,

That villanous saltpetre should be digg’d

Out of the bowels of the harmless earth,

‘Which many a good tall fellow had destroyed

8o cowardly ; and but for these vile guns,

He would himself have been a soldier.

This bald, disjointed chat of his, my lord,

1 answer’d indirectly, as I said ;

And I beseech you, let not his report

Come current for an accusation,

Betwixt my love and your high majesty.

YALUE OF REPUTATION.—CHARLES PHrLLIPS,

‘WHo shall estimate the cost of a priceless reputation,—
that impress which gives this human dross its currency,
—vwithout which we stand despised, debased, depreciated?
‘Who shall repair it injured? Who can redeem it lost?
Ob, well and truly does the great philosopher of poetry
esteem the world’s wealth as ‘“ trash” in the comparison.
Without it, gold has no value; birth, no distinction; sta-
tion, no dignity ; beauty, no charm; age, no reverence ;—
without it every treasure impoverishes, every grace de-
forms, every dignity degrades, and all the arts, the deco-
rations, and accomplishments of life stand, like the
beacon-blaze upon a rock, warning the world tkat its
approach is dangerous,—that ics contact is death.
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The wretch without it, is under eternal quarantine ;—
no friend to greet,—no home to harbor him. The voyage
of his life becomes a joyless peril ; and in the midst of all
ambition can achieve, or avarice amass, or rapacity plun
der, he tosses on the surge,—a buoyant pestilence. But,
let me not degrade into selfishness of individual safety or
individual exposure this universal principle; it testifies s
higher, a more ennobling origin. .

It is this which, conscerating the humble circle of the
hearth, will at times extend itsclf to the circumference of
the horizon,—which nerves the arm of the patriot to save
- his country,—which lights the lamp of the philosopher to
amend man,—whieh, if it does not inspire, will yet invig-
orate the martyr to merit immortality,—which, when one
world’s agony is passed, and the glory of another is
dawning, will prompt the prophet, even in his chariot of
fire, and in his vision of Heaven, to bequeath to mankind
the mantle of his memory !

Oh, divine! Oh, delightful legacy of aspotless reputation!
Rich is the inheritance it leaves; pious the example it
testifies; pure, precious, and impcrishable, the hope which
it inspires! Can there be conccived a more atrocious
injury than to filch from its possessor this inestimable
benefit,—to rob society of its charm, and solitude of its
solace; not only to outlaw life, but to attaint death, con.
verting the very grave, the refuge of the sufferer, into the
gate of infamy and of shame !

I can conceive few crimes beyond it. He who plunders
my property takes from me that which can be repaired
by time; but what period can repair a ruined reputation?
He who maims my person, affects that which medicine
may remedy; but what herb has sovereignty over the
wounds of slander? He who ridicules my poverty, or
reproaches my profession, upbraids me with that which
industry may retrieve, and integrity may purify; but
whbat riches shall redeem the bankrupt fame? What
power shall blanch the sullicd snow of character? There
can be no injury more deadly. There can be no crime
more crucl. It is without remedy. It is without anti-
dote. It is without evasion.

The reptile, calumny, is ever on the watch. From the
fascinations of its eye no activity can escape; from the
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venom of its fang no sanity can recover. It has no en-
joyment but crime; it has no prey but virtwe; it has no
interval from the restlessness of its malice, save when
hloated with its victims, it grovels to disgorge them at
the withered shrine where envy idolizes her own
infirmities.

THE LAMENT OF JACOB GRAY
H. Erurort McBRIDR.

I aM a lonely bachelor, my name is Jacob Gray,
I sit within my little cot and grumble all the day,
I smoke and yawn, ana growl and fuss, and feel as cross and

ue
As ever Sally Scruggins felt, who had the dolly loo.

My lil‘ttal has been a checkered one—Dve had great knocks and
umps ; ‘
I've had the measles, whooping-cough, and double twisted
mumps,
I know I am a homely man—my nose is sorter pug ;
My hair is red, my mouth is like the nozzle of a jug.

At first, when only twenty-one, I courted Sally Spry;

8ho was a dashing lovely girl—perfection in my eye ;

I went to see her seven times, and then there came a stop ;
She calmly took her leave of me, and whackcd me off kerflop.

Says she, to me, ‘Now, Jacob Gray, I think you’ve come
enough ;

You’re rather young, a little green, and not quite up to snuff.

8o, Jacob, please, don’t come again—I’ve got another heau ;

And he’s a chap who wears a watch, and cuts a dashing show.”

This crushed me down into the dust—I scarce knew what to

o:
I seemed to be s0 wumblechunked, I thought I'd fly in two.
1 softly cried and wiped my eyes, and felt 8o mighty bad,

I thought I'd have to run right home and tell it all to dad.

And then I thought I'd say a word before I'd o away,
And try to show the darling girl the error of her way.
Says I, *‘O Sal, dear Sally Spry ! oh, would you treat me so?
Ob, would you cut the silken tic and bid me jfortil go?
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¢QOh, would you crush a loving heait and send me W 1y
grave?
Oh, would you make me crazy now and hear me yell and rave ?
Oh wouktli you chuck and squash me down iuto the mire and
mu
And nip the youthful, gushing love just coming to the bud ?”’

¢“0 Jake.” says she, ‘don’t be a goose—don’t blubber any

* more ;
You'll soon ’get well, and feel as good as ere you felt before.
And ere ten weeks have gone away, you'll think no more of

me—
You’'ll be as gay, and happy too, as any sport can be.”

I sniffled some, put on my hat, and straight I went from Spry’s ;
Got into bed and sniffled more, and wiped my weeping eyes ; ;'
Bays I, ¢I guess I feel used up > and sorter middling cheap; o’
And then I turned me round again and went right off to sleep.

A year ﬁ)a;ged round, and Sal was hitched to Joseph Johnston

And I had fell down deep in love with Susan Rachel Blobbs
Now Susan had a farm and bonds, and piles of ready cash,
And so I thought I'd court her quick, and take her with a dash.

Bays I, ¢ Dear Suze, I love you hard—I think I love you more
Than all the girls in Squabbletown, and they are twenty-score.
If you will be my wife, dear S8uze, I'll be both kind and true ;
I'll let no care nor trouble come within ten feet of you.”

Bays she, a twisting up her nose, and winking both her eyes,
¢¢ 1 gruess you'd better spark again at Simon Joseph Spry’s.”’
And thensays she, ‘I heard you said that you'd go inand win,
And marry me because I had a little pile of ¢tin.

¢ () Jacob, no! it cannot be ; you just can step aside ;

1I'm suroe I do not like your style—1I cannot be your bride.—
I used to like you pretty well, but now I've found you out,
And so, in future, Jacob Gray, you need not come about.”

And then she bowed a crushing bow—her cheeks were all
aglow—

She looked at me as if she thought that I had better go.

I grabbed my hat and tled away, and never once I stopped,

Until I had got home again an 'into bed had popped.

Since then I've never sparked a spark—I journey on alone ;
My heart is cold and fecls just like a slice of frigid zone.

I will not marry now, I'm sure; I'll live a lonely life,

Anud never ask another girl to come and be wy wife.
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IT IS WELL WE CANNOT SEE TIIE END.

‘WHEN another life is added
To the heaving, turbid mass;
‘When another breath of being
Stains creation’s tarnished glass ;
‘When the first cry, weak and piteous,
Heralds long-enduring pain,
And a soul from non-existence
Springs, that ne’er can die again ;
‘When the mothei’s passionate welcome,
Sorrow-like, bursts forth in tears,
And a sire’s self-gratulation
Prophesies of future years—
It is well we cannot see
‘What the end will be.

‘When the boy, upon the threshold
Of his all-comprising home,
Puts aside the arm maternal
That uulocks him ere he roam;
‘When the canvas of his vessel
Fluftters to the favoring gale,—
Years of solitary exile
Hid behind the sunny sail,—
‘When his pulses beat with ardor,
And his sinews stretch for toil,
And a hundred bold emprises
Lure him to that eastern soil—
It is well we cannot see
‘What the end shall be.

‘When the altar of religion
Greets the expectant bridal pair,
And the vow that lasts till dying
Vibrates on the sacred air;
‘When man's lavish protestations
Doubts of after change defy,
Comforting the frailer spirit
Bound his servitor for aye ;
‘When bencath love’s silver moonbeams,
Many rocks in shadow sleep
Undiscovered, till possession
8hows the danger of the deep—
It is well we cannot see’
‘What the end shall be.

19
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‘Whatsoever is beginning,
That is wrought by human skill ;
Every daring emanation
Of the mind’s ambitious will ;
Every first impulse of passion,
Gnsh of love or twinge of hate ;
Every launch upon the waters
Wide-horizoned by our fate ;
Every venture in the chances
Of life’s sad, oft desperate game,
‘Whatsoever be our motive,
‘Whatsoever be our aim—
It is well we cannot see
‘What the end shall be.

PERVERSION OF THE BIBLE.—RoOBERT Porrox

MARY believed; but more the truth of God
Turned to a lie, deceiving and deceived ;—
Each, with the accursed sorcery of sin,
To his own wish and vile propensity
Transforming still the meaning of the text.

Hear, while I briefly tell what mortals proved,
ﬁy effort vast of ingenuity,

ost wondrous, though perverse and damnable ;—
Proved from the Bible, which, as thou hast heard,
So plainly spoke that all could understand.
First, and not least in number, argued some
From out this book itself, it was a lie,
A fable framed by orafty men to cheat
The simple herd, and make them bow the knee
To kings and priests. These in their wisdom left
The light revealed, and turned to fancies wild,
Maintaining loud, that ruined, helpless man
Needed no Saviour. Others proved that men -
Might live and die in sin, and yet be saved,
For so it was decreed ; binding the will,
By God left free, to unconditional,
Unreasonable fate, Others believed
That he who was most criminal, debased,
Condemned and dead, unaided might ascend
The heights of virtue ; to a perfect lJaw
Giving a lame, half-way obedience, which
By useless effort only served to show
The impotence of him who vainly strove
With finite arm to measure intinite ;
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Most useless effort ! when to justify

In sight of God it meant, as proof of faith

Most acceptable, and worthy of all praise.
Another held, and from the Bible held,

He was infallible—most fallen by such
Pretence—that none the Scriptures, open to all,
And most to humble-hearted, ought to read.

But priests ; that all who ventured to disclaim
His forged authority incurred the wrath

Of Heaven ; and he who, in the blood of such,
Though father, mother. daughter, wife, or son,
Imbrued his hands, did most religious work,
‘Well pleasing to the neart of the Most High.
Others, in ontward rite, devotion placed ;

In meats, in drinks; in robe of certain shape,

In bodily abasements, bended knees ; -
Days, numbers, places, vestments, words, and names,. «
Absurdly in their hearts imagining,

That God, like men, was pleased with ontward show.
Another, stranger and more wicked still,

‘With dark and dolorous labor, ill applied,

‘With many a gripe of conscience, and with most
Unhealthy anggbortive reasoning,

That brought his sanity to serious doubt,

Mong wise and honest men, maintained that He,
First Wisdom, Great Messiah, Prince of Peace,
The second of the uncreated Three,

‘Was nought but man—of earthly origin ;

Thus making void the sacrifice Divine,

And leaving guilty men, God's holy law

8till unatoned, to work them endless death.

These are a part ; but to relate them all,
The monstrous, unbaptized phantasies,
Imaginations fearfully absurd, .
Hobgoblin rites, and moon-struck reveries,
Distracted creeds, and visionary dreams,
More bodiless and hideously misshapen
Than ever fancy, at the noon of night,
Playing at will, framed in the madman’s brain,
That from this book of simple truth were proved,—
‘Were proved as foolish men were wont to prove,—
‘Would bring my word in doubt, and thy belief
Stagger, though here I sit and sing, with/n
The pale of truth, where falsehood never came.

Eztract from *The Course of Time.”'

36*
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THE POWER OF HABIT.—J. B. GouGm.

I rEMEMBER once riding from Buffalo to the Niagara
Falls. I said to a gentleman, “ What river is that, sic?”

“That,” he said, “is Niagara river.”

“Well, it is a beautiful stream,” said I; “bright and
fair and glassy; how far off are the rapids?”

“Only a mile or two,” was the reply.

“Is it possible that only a mile from us we shall find
the water in the turbulence which it must show near to
the Falls?”

“You will find it so, sir.” And so I found it; and the
first sight of Niagara I shall never forget. Now, launch
{:ur bark on that Niagara river; it is bright, smooth,

autiful and glassy. There is a ripple at the bow; the
silver wake you leave behind adds to the enjoyment.

Down the stream you glide, oars, sails and helm in
proper trim, and you set out on your pleasure excursion.
Suddenly some one cries out from the bank, “ Young men,
ahoy |”

“ What is it?”

“The rapids are below you.”

“Hal hah! we have heard of the rapids, but we are
oot such fools as to get there. If we go too fast, then we
fhall up with the helm and steer to the shore; we will
set the mast in the socket, hoist the sail, and spced to the
land. Then on, boys; don’t be alarmed—there is no
danger.”

“ Young men, ahoy therel”

“What is it ?”

“The rapids are below you!”

“ Ha! hah! we will laugh and quaff; all things delight
us. What care we for the future! No man ever saw it.
Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof. We will enjoy
life while we may; will catch pleasure as it flies. This is
enjoyment; time enough to steer out of danger when we.
are sailing swiftly with the current.”

“Young men, ahoy |”

“ What is it ?”

“Beware! Beware! The rapids are below you!”
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- Now you see the water foaming all around. See
kow fast you pass that poiut! Up with the helm! Now
turn! Pull hard! quick! quick! quick! pull for your
lives! pull till the blood starts from the nostrils, and the
veins stand like whip-cords upon thy brow! Setthe mast
in the socket! hoist the saill-—ah! ah! it is too late!
Shrieking, cursing, howling, blaspheming over they go.

Thousands go over the rapids every year, through the
power of habit, crying all the while, “ When I find out
that it is injuring me I will give it up!”?

GAPE-SEED.

A Yankeg, walking the streets of London, looked
through a window upon a group of men writing very
rapidly ; and one of them said to him in an insulting man-
ner, “ Do you wish to buy some gape-seed?” Passing
on a short distance the Yankee met a man, and asked him
what the business of those men was in the office he had
just passed. He was told that they wrote letters dictated
by others, and transcribed all sorts of documents ; in short,
they were writers. The Yankee returned to the office,
and inquired if one of the men would write a letter for
him, and was answered in the affirmative. He asked the
price, and was told one dollar. After considcrable talk,
the bargain was made; one of the conditions of which
was that the scribe should write just what the Yankee
told him to, or he should receive no pay. The scribe told
the Yankee he was ready to begin; and the latter said,—

“Dear marm:” and then asked, “Have yon got that
deown 7 '

“ Yes,” was the reply, * go on.”

“Y went toride t’ other day : have you got that deown !

“ Yes; go on, go on.”

“ And I harnessed up the old mare inte the wagon:
have you got that deown ?”

“Yes, yes, long ago; go on.”

“Why, how fast you write! And I got inio the wagon,
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and sat deown, and drew up the reins, and took the whip
in my right hand: have you got that deown?”

“Yes, long ago; go on.”

“Dear me, how fast you write! I never saw your
equal. And I said to the old mare, ‘ Go ’long,’ and
jerked the reins pretty hard: have you got that deown?”

“Yes; and I am impatiently waiting for mqre. I wish
you wouldn’t bother me with so many foolish questions.
(3o on with your letter.”

“ Well, the old mare wouldn’t stir out of her tracks,
and I hollered, ¢ Go 'long, you old jade! go ’long.’ Have
you got that deown ?”

“Yes, indeed, you pestersome fellow ; go on.”

“ And [ licked her, and licked her, and licked her [con-
tinuing to repeat these words as rapidly as possible].

“Hold on there! I have written two pages of ‘licked
her,’ and I want the rest of the letter.”

“ Well, and she kicked, and she kicked, and she kicked—
Feontinuing to repeat these words with great rapidity].

“Do go on with your letter; I have several pages of
‘ she kicked. ”

[ The Yankee clucks as in urging horses to move, and
continues the clucking noise with rapid repetition for
gome time.] -

The scribe throws down his pen.

“ Write it deown ! write it deown!”

“1 can’t l”

“ Well then, I won’t pay you.”

[ The scribe, gathering up his papers.] “ What shall I
do with all these sheets upon which I have written your
nonsense ?”

b ‘; You may use them in doing up your gape-seed. Good
y ”

THE BLACKSBMITH’'S STORY.—FRANK OLIVE.

WeLL, No ! My wife ain’t dead, sir, but I've lost her all the
same ;

Bhe left me ’voluntari]y, and neither was to blame.

It’s rather a queer story, and I think you will agree—

When you bear the circumstauces—'twas rather rough on me,
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She was a soldier’s widow. He was killed at Malvern Hill ;
And when I married her she seemed to sorrow for him still ;
But I brought her here to Kansas, and I never want to see
A better wife than Mary was for five bright years to me.

The change of scene brought cheerfulness, and soon a rosy glow
Of happiness warmed Mary’s cheeks and melted all their snow.
I think she loved me some—I’m bound to think that of her, sir,
And as for me—I can’t begin to tell how I loved her !

Three years ago the baby came our humble home to bless ;
Anud then I reckon I was nigh to perfect happiness ;
*Twas hers—'twas mine—; but I’ve no language to explain

to you,
How that little girl’s weak fingers our hearts together drew !

Once vge wg,tched it through a fever, and with each gasping
reat)

Dumb with an awful, worldless woe, we waited for its death ;

And, though I’m not a pious man, our souls together thero,

For Heaven to spare our darling, went up in voiceless prayer.

And when the doctor said 'twould live, our joy what words
could tell ?

Clasped in each other’s arms, our grateful tears together fell.

Sometimes, you see, the shadow fell across our little nest,

Baut it only made the sunshine seem a doubly welcome guest.

‘Work came to me a plenty, and I kept the anvil ringing ;
Early and late you’d find me there a hammering and singing ;
Love nerved my arm to labor, and moved my tongue to song,
And though my singing wasn’t sweet, it was tremendous strong!

One day a one-armed stranger stopped to have me nail a shoe,

And while I was at work, we passed a compliment or two ;'

I asked him how he lost his arm. He said ’twas shot away

At Mallv{im 'I’illl. ‘“ At Malvern Hill! Did you know Robert
y ¥

*¢That’s me,” said he. ¢You, you!” I gasped, choking with
horrid doubt ;

“If you’n; ’the man, just follow me; we’ll try this mystery
out !’

‘With dizzy steps, I led him to Mary. God! 'Twas true!

Then the bitterest pangs of misery, unspeakable, I knew,

Frozen with deadly horror, she stared with eyes of stone,

And from her quivering lips there broke one wild, despairing
moan.

?Twas he | the husband of her youth, now risen from the dead.

But all too late- and with bitter cry, her senses fled.
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‘What could be done? He was reported dead. On his return
He strove in vain some tidings of his absent wife to learn.

_ "Twas well that he was innocent! Else I'd 've killed him, too
8o dead he never would have riz till Gabriel’s trumpet blew |

[t was agreed that Mary then between us shoula decide,

Aud each by her decision would sacredly abide.

No sinuner, at the judgment-seat, waiting eterna: doom,
Could suffer what I did, while waiting sentence i that room.

Rigid and breathless, there we stood, with nerves as tense as
stee

While Mary’s eyes sought each white face, in pitecus appeal.
God ! could not woman’s duty be less hardly reccunciled
Between her lawful husband and the father of ber child ?

Ah, how.(llny heart was chilled to ice, when she knelt down and
8aid :

“l“org'(iive&d me, John! He is my husband! Here! Alive! not
ead !

{ raised her tenderly, and tried to tell her she was right,
But somehow, in my aching breast, the prisonml words stuck
tight !

¢ But, th;.l I can’t leave baby’—¢ What! wiie and child !”’
cried I;

¢ Must I yiel(i alll Al, cruel fate! Better tha: 1 should die.

Think of the long, sad, lonely hours, waiting in gloom for me—

No wife to cheer me with her love—no babe to .imb my knee |

¢ And yet—you are her mother, and the sacred raother love

[s still the purest, tendevest tie that Heaven ever wove.

Take her, but promise, Mary—for that will bring no shame—
¢¢ My little girl shall bear, and learn to lisp her father’s name I’

It may be, in the life to come, I’ll meet my child and wife ;

But yonder, by my cottage gate, we parted for rhis life ;

One lo;g h?nd-clasp from Mary, and my dream of love was
one

One long embrace from baby, and my happiness was gone |
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THE S80NG OF THE DYING.—CAPTAIN DowLIKG.

. A NUMBER of British officers were stationed at an outpost in India durin
toc prevalence of a pestilence. Many of their com anlomnd fallen victimsx;
-!I the chances of escape were cut off, and death stared them in the face.
Undecr these circumstances, and meeting together probably forthe last time,
the following lines, which were written by one of their number, was wung
The autaor was the first to falla victim to the grim destroyer.

‘WE meet 'neath the sounding rafter,

And the walls around are bare ;

As they echo the peels of laughter

It seems that the dead are there;
But stand to your glasses steady,
‘We drink to our comrades’ eyes ;
Quaff a cup to the dead already—
And hurrah for the nextsthat dies!

Not lere are the goblets flowing,
Not here is the vintage sweet;
’Tis cold, as our hearts are growing,
And dark as the doom we mcet.
But stand to your glasses steady,
And soon shall our pulses rise ;
A cup to the dead already—
Hurrah for the next that dies !

Not a sigh for the lot that darkles,
Not a tear for the friends that sink ;
We'll fall, 'midst the wine-cup’s sparlkles,
As mute as the wine we drink.

So stand to your glasses steaqy,

’Tis in this our respite lies;

One cup to the dead already—

Hurrah for the nex? that dies !

Time was when we frowned at othe:s,
‘We thought we were wiser then ;
Ha! ha! let those think of their mothers,
‘Who hope to see them again.

No! stand to your glasses steady,

The thoughtless are here the wise ;

A cup to the dead already—

Hurrah for the next that dies!

There’s many a hand that’s shaking,

There's many a check that’s sunk ;

But soon, though our hearts are breaking,

They’'ll burn with the wine we’ve druuk.
EE
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8o stand to your glasses steady,
’Tis here the revival lies;

A cup to the dead already—
Hurrah for the next that dies!

There’s a mist on the glass congealing,
'Tis the hurricane’s fiery breath ;
And thus does the warmth of fecling
Turn ice in the grasp of death.
Ho ! stand to your glasses steady ;
For a moment the vapor flies;
A cup to the dead already—
Hurrah for the next that dies!

‘Who dieads to the dust returning ?
g’;rho slniinkls fhmm :lhl? sable shore,
here the high and haughty yearning
Of the soul shall sing nogmty;rg ?
Ho stand to your glasses steady ;
This world is a world of lies;
A cup for the dead already—
Huirah for the next that dies!

Cut off from the land that bore us,
Betrayed by the land we find,
‘Where the brightest have gone before us,
And the dullest remain behind—
Stand, stand to your glasses steady |
*Tis all we have left to prize;
A cup to the dead already—
And hurrah for the next that dies!

AFFECTATION IN TIIE PULPIT.—WiLLiAM Cowrra.

IN man or woman,—but far most in man,
And most of all in man that ministers
And serves the altar,—in my soul I loathe
All affectation. 'Tis my perfect scorn ;
Object of my implacable disgust.
‘What I—will a man play tricks,—will he indulge
A silly, fond conceit of his fair form,
And just proportion, fashionable mien,
And pretty face,—in pr¢sence of his God ?
Or will he seek to dazzle me with tropes,
As with the diamond on his lily hand,
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And piay his brilliant parts before my eyes,

When I am hungry for the bread of life ?

He mocks his Maker, prostitutes and shames

His noble office, and, instead of truth,

Disrlaying his own beauty, starves his flock |

Therefore, avaunt all attitude, and stare,

And start theatric, practised at the glass!

I seek divine simplicity in him

‘Who handles things divine ; and all besides,

Though learned with labor, and though much admired

By curious eyes and judgments ill-informed,

To me is odious as the nasal twang

Heard at conventicle, where worthy men,

Misled by custom, strain celestial themes

Through the pressed nostril, spectuacle-bestrid.
I venerate the man whose heart is warm,

‘Whose hands are pure, whose doctrine and whose life,

Coincident, exhibit lucid proof

That he is honest in the sacred cause ;

To such, I render more than mere respect,

‘Whose actions say that they respect themselves,

But loose in morals, and in manners vain,

In conversation frivolous, in dress

Extreme, at once rapacious and profuse ;

Frequent in park with lady at his side,

Ambling, ang prattling scandal as he goes ;

But rare at home, and never at his books,

Or with his pen, save when he scrawls a card ;

Constant at vouts, familiar with a round

Of ladyships—a stranger to the poor ;

Ambitious of preferment for its gold ;

And well prepared, by ignorance ana stotn,

By infidelity and love of world,

To make God's work a sinecure ; a slave

To his own pleasures and his patron’s pride ;—

From such apostles, Oh, ye mitred heads,

Preserve the Church ! and lay net careless hands

On skulls that cannot teach, and will not learn !

COUBIN BALLY DILLIARD.—H. C. JONES.

SceNe—A Court of Justice in North Carolina.

A BEARDLESS disciple of Themis rises, and thus ad-
dresses the Court: “May it please your worships, and
you, gentlemen of the jury, since it has been my fortune
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smartly in the grass; but, howsomever, as it was her,
cousin Sally Dilliard, Mose he mout go——

Caops. In the name of common sense, Mr. Harris,
what do you mean by this rigmarole?

Wirness. Captain Rice he gin a treat, and cousin
Sally Dilliard she came over to our house and axed me if
my wife she moutn’t go. I told cousin Sally Dilliard——

CHoprs. Stop, sir, if you please ; we don’t want to hear
anything sbout your cousin Sally Dilliard and your wife—
tell us about the fight at Rice’s.

Wirness. Well, I will, sir, if you will let me.

Caops. Well, sir, go on.

Wirness. Well, sir, Captain Rice he gin a treat, and
cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to our house and axed
me if my wife she moutn’t go——

.Coops. There it is again. Witness, please to stop.

Wirness. Well, sir, what do you want?

Caops. We want to know about the fight, and you
must not proceed in this impertinent story. Do you know
anything about the matter before the Court ?

Wirness. To be sure I do.

Cnors. Well go on and tell it, and nothing else.

Wirness. Well, Captain Rice he gin a treat

T tembalar
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(good or bad, I will not say) to exercise myself in legal
disquisitions, it has never befallen me to be obliged to
prosecute so direful, marked, and malicious an assault—
a more wilful, violent, dangerous battery—and finally, a
more diabolical breach of the peace bas seldom happened
in a civilized country ; and I dare say, it has seldom been
your duty to pass upon one so shocking to benevolent
feelings, as this which took place over at Captain Rice’s
1 this county. But you will hear from the witnesses.”

The witnesses being sworn, two or three were exam-
ined and deposed: one said that he heard the noise, and
did not see the fight; another that he seen the row, but
didn’t know who struck first ; and & third, that he was very
drunk, and couldn’t say much about the scrimmage.

Lawyer CHoPs. I am sorry, gentlemen, to have occu-
pied your time with the stupidity of the witnesses exam-
ined. It arises, gentlemen, altogether from misapprehen-
sion on my part. Had I known, as I now do, that I had
a witness in attendance who was well acquainted with
all the circumstances of the case, and who was able to
make himself clearly understood by the Court and jury,
I should not so long have trespassed upon your time and
patience. Come forward, Mr. Harris, and be sworn.

So forward comes the witness, a fat, shuffly old man,
8 “leetle” corned, and took his oath with an air.

Cuors. Harris we wish you to tell about the riot that
bappened the other day at Captain Rice’s; and as a good
deal of time has already been wasted in circumlocution,
we wish you to be compendious, and at the same time as
explicit as possible. )

Harris. Adzackly (giving the lawyer a knowing wink,
and at the same ttme clearing his throat). Captain Rice,
be gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to
our house and axed me if my wife she moutn’t go. I
told cousin Sally Dilliard that my wife was poorly, being
as how she had a touch of rheumatics in the hip, and the
big swamp was in the road, and the big swamp was up,
for there had been a heap of rain lately; but, howsom-
ever, a3 it was her, cousin Sally Dilliard, my wife she
mout go. Well, cousin Sally Dilliard then axed me if
Mose he moutn’t go. I told cousin Sally Dilliard
that he was the forcman of the crap, and the crap was
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smartly in the grass; but, howsomever, as it was her,
cousin Sally Dilliard, Mose he mout go——

Caoprs. In the name of common sense, Mr. Harris,
what do you mean by this rigmarole?

Wirness. Captain Rice he gin a treat, and cousin
Sally Dilliard she came over to our house and axed me if
my wife she moutn’t go. I told cousin Sally Dilliard——

CHops. Stop, sir, if you please; we don’t want to hear
anything about your cousin Sally Dilliard and your wife—
tell us about the fight at Rice’s.

Wirness. Well, I will, sir, if you will let me.

Cuors. Well, sir, go on.

Wirness, Well, sir, Captain Rice he gin a treat, and
cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to our house and axed
me if my wife she moutn’t go——

.CHoprs. There it is again. Witness, please to stop.

Wirness. Well, sir, what do you want?

CHoPs. We want to know about the fight, and you
must not proceed in this impertinent story. Do you know
anything about the matter before the Court ?

Wirness. To be sure I do.

Crors. Well go on and tell it, and nothing else.

Wirness. Well, Captain Rice he gin a treat

Cuors. This is intolerable. May it please tho Court;
I move that this witness be committed for & contempt,
he seems to be trifling with this Court.

Court. Witness you are now before a court of justice,
and unless you behave yourself in & more becoming man-
ner, you will be sent to jail; so begin, and tell what you
know about the fight at Captain Rice’s.

Wirness. [Alarmed.] Well, gentlemen, Captain Rice
he gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard

CHors. I hope the witness may be ordered into cus-
tody.

CourT. Mr. Attorney, the Court is of the opinion that
we may save time by letting the witness to go on in his
own way. Proceed, Mr. Harris, but stick to the point.

Wirness. Yes, gentlemen. Well, Captain Rice he
gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to
our house and axed me if my wife she moutn’t go. I told
cousin Sally Dilliard that my wife sbe was poorly, being
88 bow she had the rheumatics in the hips, and the big
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(good or bad, I will not say) to exercise myself in legal
disquisitions, it has never befallen me to be obliged to
prosecute so direful, marked, and malicious an assault—
a more wilful, violent, dangerous battery—and finally, a
more diabolical breach of the peace has seldom happened
in a civilized country ; and I dare say, it has seldom been
your duty to pass upon one so shocking to benevolent
feelings, as this which took place over at Captain Rice’s
10 this county. DBut you will hear from the witnesses.”

The witnesses being sworn, two or three were exam-
ined and deposed: one said that he heard the noise, and
did not see the fight; another that he seen the row, but
didn’t know who struck first ; and a third, that he was very
drunk, and couldn’t say much about the scrimmage.

Lawyer CHoPs. I am sorry, gentlemen, to have occu-
pied your time with the stupidity of the witnesses exam-
ined. It arises, gentlemen, altogether from misapprehen-
sion on my part. Had I known, as I now do, that I had
a witness in attendance who was well acquainted with
all the circumstances of the case, and who was able to
make himself clearly understood by the Court and jury,
I should not so long have trespassed upon your time and
patience. Come forward, Mr. Harris, and be sworn.

So forward comes the witness, a fat, shuffy old man,
& “leetle” corned, and took his oath with an air.

CHors. Harris we wish you to tell about the riot that
bappened the other day at Captain Rice’s; and as a good
deal of time has already been wasted in circumlocution,
we wish you to be compendious, and at the same time as
explicit as possible. )

Harris. Adzackly (giving the lawyer a knowing wink,
and at the same time clearing his throat). Captain Rice,
he gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to
our house and axed me if my wife she moutn’t go. I
told cousin Sally Dilliard that my wife was poorly, being
as how she had a touch of rheumatics in the hip, and the
big swamp was in the road, and the big swamp was up,
for there had been a heap of rain lately; but, howsom-
ever, as it was her, cousin Sally Dilliard, my wife she
mout go. Well, cousin Sally Dilliard then axed me if
Mose he moutn’t go. I told cousin Sally Dilliard
that he was the foreman of the crap, and the crap was
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smartly in the grass; but, howsomever, as it was her,
cousin Sally Dilliard, Mose be mout go——

Caors. In the name of common sense, Mr. Harris,
what do you mean by this rigmarole?

Wirness. Captain Rice he gin a treat, and cousin
Sally Dilliard she came over to our house and azed me if
my wife she moutn’t go. I told cousin Sally Dilliard——

CHuops. Stop, sir, if you please ; we don’t want to hear
anything about your cousin Sally Dilliard and your wife—
tell us about the fight at Rice’s.

Wirness. Well, I will, sir, if you will let me.

Caors. Well, sir, go on.

Wirness. Well, sir, Captain Rice he gin a treat, and
cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to our house and axed
me if my wife she moutn’t go——

.CHops. There it is again. Witness, please to stop.

Wirness. Well, sir, what do you want?

Cuors. We want to know about the fight, and you
must not proceed in this impertinent story. Do you know
anything about the matter before the Court ?

Wirness. To be sure I do.

Crors. Well go on and tell it, and nothing else.

Wirness. Well, Captain Rice he gin a treate—-

Cuors. This is intolerable. May it please tho Court;
I move that this witness be committed for & contempt,
he seems to be trifling with this Court.

Court. Witness you are now before a court of justice,
and unless you behave yourself in & more becoming man-
ner, you will be sent to jail; so begin, and tell what you
know about the fight at Captain Rice’s.

Wirness. [Alarmed.] Well, gentlemen, Captain Rice
he gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard——

CHoprs. I hope the witness may be ordered into cus-
tody.

gotm'r. Mr. Attorney, the Court is of the opinion that
we may save time by letting the witness to go on in his
own way. Proceed, Mr. Harris, but stick to the point.

Wirness. Yes, gentlemen. Well, Captain Rice he
gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to
our house and axed me if my wife she moutn’t go. I told
cousin Sally Dilliard that my wife sbe was poorly, being
88 bow she had the rheumatics in the hips, and the big
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(good or bad, I will not say) to exercise myself in legal
disquisitions, it has never befallen me to be obliged to
prosecute so direful, marked, and malicious an assault—
a more wilful, violent, dangerous battery—and finally, a
more diabolical breach of the peace bas seldom happened
in a civilized country ; and I dare say, it has seldom been
your duty to pass upon one so shocking to benevolent
feelings, as this which took place over at Captain Rice’s
10 this county. But you will hear from the witnesses.”

The witnesses being sworn, two or three were exam-
ined and deposed: one said that he heard the noise, and
did not see the fight; another that he seen the row, but
didn’t know who struck first ; and & third, that he was very
drunk, and couldn’t say much about the scrimmage.

Lawyer CHops. I am sorry, gentlemen, to have occu-
pied your time with the stupidity of the witnesses exam-
ined. It arises, gentlemen, altogether from misapprehen-
sion on my part. Had I known, as I now do, that I had
a witness in attendance who was well acquainted with
all the circumstances of the case, and who was able to
make himself clearly understood by the Court and jury,
I should not so long have trespassed upon your time and
patience. Come forward, Mr. Harris, and be sworn.

So forward comes the witness, a fat, shuffly old man,
8 “leetle” corned, and took his oath with an air.

Cuops. Harris we wish you to tell about the riot that
bappened the other day at Captain Rice’s; and as a good
deal of time has already becn wasted in circumlocution,
we wish you to be compendious, and at the same time as
explicit as possible. :

Harris, Adzackly (giving the lawyer a knowing wink,
and at the same time clearing his throat). Captain Rice,
he gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to
our house and axed me if my wife she moutn’t go. I
told cousin Sally Dilliard that my wife was poorly, being
as how she had a touch of rheumatics in the hip, and the
big swamp was in the road, and the big swamp was up,
for there had been a heap of rain lately; but, howsom-
ever, a3 it was her, cousin Sally Dilliard, my wife she
mout go. Well, cousin Sally Dilliard then axed me if
Mose he moutn’t go. I told cousin Sally Dilliard
that he was the foreman of the crap, and the crap was
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smartly in the grass; but, howsomever, as it was her,
cousin Sally Dilliard, Mose he mout go——

Caops. In the name of common sense, Mr. Harris,
what do you mean by this rigmarole?

Wirness. Captain Rice he gin a treat, and cousin
Sally Dilliard she came over to our house and axed me if
my wife she moutn’t go. I told cousin Sally Dilliard——

CHops. Stop, sir, if you please; we don’t want to hear
anything about your cousin Sally Dilliard and your wife—
tell us about the fight at Rice’s.

Wirness. Well, I will, sir, if you will let me.

Caors. Well, sir, go on.

Wirness. Well, sir, Captain Rice he gin a treat, and
cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to our house and axed
me if my wife she moutn’t go——

.Coops. There it is again. Witness, please to stop.

Wirness. Well, sir, what do you want?

Cuops. We want to know about the fight, and you
must not proceed in this impertinent story. Do you know
anything about the matter before the Court ?

Wirness. To be sure I do.

Cnorps. Well go on and tell it, and nothing else.

Wirness. Well, Captain Rice he gin a treat.

Cuors. This is intolerable. May it please the Court;
I move that this witness be committed for a contempt,
he seems to be trifling with this Court.

Court. Witness you are now before & court of justice,
and unless you behave yourself in a more becoming man-
ner, you will be sent to jail; so begin, and tell what you
know about the fight at Captain Rice’s.

Wirness. [Alarmed.] Well, gentlemen, Captain Rice
he gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard

CHors. I hope the witness may be ordered into cus-
tody.

Courr. Mr. Attorney, the Court is of the opinion that
we may save time by letting the witness to go on in his
own way. Proceed, Mr. Harris, but stick to the point.

Wirness. Yes, gentlemen. Well, Captain Rice he
gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to
our house and axed me if my wife she moutn’t go. I told
cousin Sally Dilliard that my wife sbe was poorly, being
a8 how she had the rheumatics in the hips, and the big




90 ONE HUNDRED CHOICE SELECTIONS

(good or bad, I will not say) to exercise myself in legal
disquisitions, it has never befallen me to be obliged to
prosecute so direful, marked, and malicious an assault—
a more wilful, violent, dangerous battery—and finally, a
more diabolical breach of the peace has seldom happened
in a civilized country ; and I dare say, it has seldom been
your duty to pass upon one so shocking to benevolent
feelings, as this which took place over at Captain Rice’s
1 this county. But you will bear from the witnesses.”

The witnesses being sworn, two or three were exam-
ined and deposed: one said that he heard the noise, and
did not see the fight; another that he seen the row, but
didn’t know who struck first ; and & third, that he was very
drunk, and couldn’t say much about the scrimmage.

Lawyer CHops. I am sorry, gentlemen, to have occu-
pied your time with the stupidity of the witnesses exam-
ined. It arises, gentlemen, altogether from misapprehen-
sion on my part. Had I known, as I now do, that I had
a witness in attendance who was well acquainted with -
all the circumstances of the case, and who was able to
make himself clearly understood by the Court and jury,
I should not so long have trespassed upon your time and
patience. Come forward, Mr. Harris, and be sworn.

So forward comes the witness, a fat, shuffly old man,
8 “leetle” corned, and took bis oath with an air.

CHops. Harris we wish you to tell about the riot that
bappened the other day at Captain Rice’s; and as a good
deal of time has already been wasted in circumlocution,
we wish you to be compendious, and at the same time as
explicit as possible. :

Harris. Adzackly (giving the lawyer a knowing wink,
and at the same time clearing his throat). Captain Rice,
he gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to
our house and axed me if my wife she moutn’t go. I
told cousin Sally Dilliard that my wife was poorly, being
as how she had a touch of rheumatics in the hip, and the
big swamp was in the road, and the big swamp was up,
for there had been a heap of rain lately; but, howsom-
ever, a3 it was her, cousin Sally Dilliard, my wife she
mout go. Well, cousin Sally Dilliard then axed me if
Mose he moutn’t go. I told cousin Sally Dilliard
that he was the foreman of the crap, and the crap waa
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smartly in the grass; but, howsomever, as it was her,
cousin Sally Dilliard, Mose he mout go——

CHops. In the name of common sense, Mr. Harris,
what do you mean by this rigmarole?

Wirness. Captain Rice he gin a treat, and cousin
Sally Dilliard she came over to our house and axed me if
my wife she moutn’t go. I told cousin Sally Dilliard——

CHops. Stop, sir, if you please; we don’t want to hear
anything about your cousin Sally Dilliard and your wife—
tell us about the fight at Rice’s.

Wirness. Well, I will, sir, if you will let me.

Caors. Well, sir, go on.

Wirness. Well, sir, Captain Rice he gin a treat, and
cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to our house and axed
me if my wife she moutn’t go

.CHors. There it is again. Witness, please to stop.

Wirness. Well, sir, what do you want?

Crors. We want to know about the fight, and you
must not proceed in this impertinent story. Do you know
anything about the matter before the Court ?

Wirness. To be sure I do.

Crors. Well go on and tell it, and nothing else.

WirNess. Well, Captain Rice he gin a treat.

Coors. This is intolerable. May it please tho Court;
I move that this witness be committed for a contempt,
he seems to be trifling with this Court.

Court. Witness you are now before a court of justice,
and unless you behave yourself in & more becoming man-
ner, you will be sent to jail; so begin, and tell what you
know about the fight at Captain Rice’s.

Wirness. [Alarmed.] Well, gentlemen, Captain Rice
he gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard

Caoprs. I hope the witness may be ordered into cus-
tody.

Courr. Mr. Attorney, the Court is of the opinion that
we may save time by letting the witness to go on in hig
own way. Proceed, Mr. Harris, but stick to the point.

WirnNess. Yes, gentlemen. Well, Captain Rice he
gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to
our house and axed me if my wife she moutn’t go. I told
cousin Sally Dilliard that my wife sbe was poorly, being
as how she had the rheumatics in the hips, and the big
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(good or bad, I will not say) to exercise myself in legal
disquisitions, it has never befallen me to be obliged to
prosecute so direful, marked, and malicious an assault—
a more wilful, violent, dangerous battery—and finally, a
more diabolical breach of the peace has seldom happened
in a civilized country ; and I dare say, it has seldom been
your duty to pass upon one so shocking to benevolent
feelings, as this which took place over at Captain Rice’s
1 this county. But you will bear from the witnesses.”

The witnesses being sworn, two or three were exam-
ined and deposed: one said that he heard the noise, and
did not see the fight; another that he seen the row, but
didn’t know who struck first ; and a third, that he was very
drunk, and couldn’t say much about the secrimmage.

Lawyer CHoPS. I am sorry, gentlemen, to have occu-
pied your time with the stupidity of the witnesses exam-
ined. It arises, gentlemen, altogether from misapprehen-
sion on my part. Had I known, as I now do, that I had
s witness in attendance who was well acquainted with -
all the circumstances of the case, and who was able to
make himself clearly understood by the Court and jury,
I should not so long have trespassed upon your time and
patience. Come forward, Mr. Harris, and be sworn.

So forward comes the witness, a fat, shuffly old man,
8 “leetle” corned, and took bis oath with an air.

Cuops. Harris we wish you to tell about the riot that
bappened the other day at Captain Rice’s; and as a good
deal of time has already been wasted in circumlocution,
we wish you to be compendious, and at the same time as
explicit as possible. '

Harris. Adzackly (giving the lawyer a knowing wink,
and at the same ttme clearing his throat). Captain Rice,
he gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to
our house and axed me if my wife she moutn’t go. I
told cousin Sally Dilliard that my wife was poorly, being
as how she had a touch of rheumatics in the hip, and the
big swamp was in the road, and the big swamp was up,
for there had been a heap of rain lately; but, howsom-
ever, as it was her, cousin Sally Dilliard, my wife she
mout go. Well, cousin Sally Dilliard then axed me if
Mose he moutn’t go. I told cousin Sally Dilliard
that he was the foreman of the crap, and the crap was
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amartly in the grass; but, howsomever, as it was her,
cousin Sally Dilliard, Mose he mout go——

Caops. In the name of common sense, Mr. Harris,
what do you mean by this rigmarole?

Wirness. Captain Rice he gin a treat, and cousin
Sally Dilliard she came over to our house and axed me if
my wife she moutn’t go. I told cousin Sally Dilliard——

CHaoprs. Stop, sir, if you please ; we don’t want to hear
anything about your cousin Sally Dilliard and your wife—
tell us about the fight at Rice’s.

Wirness. Well, I will, sir, if you will let me.

Cuoprs. Well, sir, go on.

Wirness. Well, sir, Captain Rice he gin a treat, and
cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to our house and axed
me if my wife she moutn’t go——

.CHops. There it is again. Witness, please to stop.

Wirness. Well, sir, what do you want?

Crors, We want to know about the fight, and you
must not proceed in this impertinent story. Do you know
anything about the matter before the Court ?

Wirness. To be sure I do.

Crors. Well go on and tell it, and nothing else.

WirNess. Well, Captain Rice he gin a treat—-

Cuors. This is intolerable. May it please tho Court;
I move that this witness be committed for a contempt,
he seems to be trifling with this Court.

Court. Witness you are now before a court of justice,
and unless you behave yourself in & more becoming man-
ner, you will be sent to jail; so begin, and tell what you
know ahout the fight at Captain Rice’s.

WirNess. [Alarmed.] Well, gentlemen, Captain Rice
he gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard

CHors. I hope the witness may be ordered into cus-
tody.

CourT. Mr. Attorney, the Court is of the opinion that
we may save time by letting the witness to go on in his
own way. Proceed, Mr. Harris, but stick to the point.

Wirness. Yes, gentlemen. Well, Captain Rice he
gin a treat, and cousin Sally Dilliard she came over to
our house and axed me if my wife she moutn’t go. I told
consin Sally Dilliard that my wife sbe was poorly, being
a8 how she had the rheumatics in the hips, and the big
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swamp was up; but, howsomever, as it was her, coasin
Sally Dilliard, my wife she mout go. Well, cousin Sally
Dilliard then axed if Mose he moutn’t go. I told
cousin Sally Dilliard as how Mose—he was the foreman
of the crap, and the crap was smartly in the grass—but,
howsomever, as it was her, cousin Sally Dilliard, Mose
he mout go. So they goes on together, Mose, my wife,
and cousin Sally Dilliard, and they come to the big
swamp, and it was up, a8 I was telling you; but being as
how there was & log across the big swamp, cousin Sally
Dilliard and Mose, like genteel folks, they walked the log ;
but ruy wife, like a blamed fool, waded through.

Caoprs. Heaven and earth, this is too bad ; but go on.

Wirness, Well, that’s all I know about the fight.

NEW THANATOPSIS.—Wu. H. HoLcoMsR.

BEREATH the glory of a brighter sun

Than that which keeps this moving globe of dust
True to its orbit, and with vision fed

By spiritual light and wisdom sent from God,
I sought for death throughout the universe—
If haply I might note the dreaded being
‘Who casts such awful shadows on our hearts,
And secms to break, with his discordant step,
The harmonies of nature. But in vain

1 scanned the range of substance infinite
F¥rom God to Angels, and through men to earth,
‘I'o beast, bLird, serpent and the occan tribes,
To worms aud flowers, and the atomic forms
Of crystaline Creations. Change had been,
Perpetual evolution and fresh life, :
And metamorphoses to higher states—

An orderly progress, like the building up

Of pyramids from earth’s material base

Into the ticlds of sunlight—but no death.
‘With deep solemnity akin to fear,

J pondered o’er the elemental world,

That seeming chaos, but its bosom held

No embryonic forms but those of life ;

Nor did the spiritual origin of things

Elude my recognition in the maze

Of chemic transformations. Then I read
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The geologioc leaves of stone sublime,

Immortal book in an immortal tongue,

Full of mysterious life. And then I looked
Juto the dark mausoleums of the past,

And up the swift and shadowy stream of Time,
Upon whose banks nations and men are said
To have perished. And I turned the teeming soil
Of all the battle-fields of every age,

Peered into charnels, tracked the desolate paths
Of plague and famine, and surveyed with awe
The secrets of the sea—but found no Death.
To spirits, the veil of whose material temple

Is rent in twain, and who are capable

Of purer thought and more interior life,

His name and nature are alike unknown.
Throughout the choral harmony of things,
And all the vast economy of God,

He has no place or power. There is no Death !
God, God alone, is Life ; and all our life,

And all the varying substance of the world,
From Him derived, and vitalized by Him ;
And every change which we ascribe to Death
Is but a change in form or place or state,

Of something which can never cease to live.
Insensate matter is the base of all,

The pedestal of life, the supple mould
Through which the vital currents come and go.
The universe, with its infinity, b

Is but the visible garment of our God ;

The sun is but the garment of our heavens ;
The body is the garment of our soul,

The coarse material out-birth of its life,

Jts medium for a time, a shell which keeps
‘Within its curves the music of the sca—

A wondrous thing ! which seems to live, but doee not,
For nothing lives but God, and all in Him.
The Spirit is a substance, a pure form

‘Of immaterial tissue, finely wrought

Into the human shape, unseen m this

Our physical existenco, but the cause

Of all its motions and its very life.

‘When ripened for £ more exalted sphere,

The soul exuves its earthly envelope,

And leaves the atoms of its chemic dross,—
(Oh never, never more to be resumed !—)

For worms or weeds, or flowers to animate,
‘While it withdraws to more august abodes,
Happier beyond comparison, than those

‘Who pass in joy from hovels all forlorn

To palaces imperial.
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None have died
From earth’s first revolution to the present,
But all are living who have ever lived.
Earth has indeeg no monuments of Death,
But only vestiges of those who passed
Through this inevitable vale of shadows,
And left behind the prints of busy hands,
That are still busier now, and songful echoes
Of friendly voices that are singing still.

In gloom and darkness was the poet lost

‘Who calls this earth the mighty tomb of man :
*Tis but his temporary habitation,

His cradle and his school of discipline—

The dark cold ground in which the seed is sown,
That struggling upward, slowly germinates
Until it bursts into the shining air.

Not ('hrist alone has risen, but all have risen ;
The stone is rolled from everv sepulchre ;

The grave has nothing it can render back.
‘When we ascend to our eternal homes,

‘We leave no living fragment of vurselves,

‘We do not pass from nature to the grave ;
But nature 13 our grave, from whiclh we rise
At seeming death,—-our real 1esurrection,—
Into the world of spirits. And thegomb,
With all its grief, and tenderness, and shadow,
1s the creation of our sluggish minds,

By kindly memories and sweet suggestions,
To cherish and prolong the love of fricnds
Gone, but not lost ; unseen, but nearer still,
In beauty and in glory, to our life,

‘Which lives in God, immortal as himself,

THERE IS NO DEATH.—Lorp LyrTON.

THERE is no death! The stars go down
To rise upon some fairer shore :

And brigit in Heaven’s jewelled crown
They shine forevermore.

There is ..0 death! The dust we tread
Shall change beneath the summer showera
To golden grain or mellowed fruit,
Or rainbow-tinted flowers.
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The granite rocks disorganize,

And feed the hungry moss they bear ;
The forest leaves drink daily life,

From out the viewless air.

There is no death ! The leaves may fall,
. And flowers may fade and pass away :
They only wait through wintry hours,
The coming of the May.

There is no death! An angel form
Walks o’er the earth with silent tread 3

He bears our best loved things away ;
And then we call them ¢‘dead.”

He leaves our hearts all desolate,

He plucks our fairest, sweetest flowers ;
Transplanted into bliss, they now

Adorn immortal bowers.

The bird-like voice, whose joyous tones,
Made glad these scenes of sin and strife,
8ings now an everlasting song,
Around the tree of life.

‘Where’er he sees a smile too bright,
Or heart too pure for taint a;lg vice,
He bears it to that world of light,
To dwell in Paradise.

Born unto that undying life,
They.leave us but to come again ;
‘With joy we welcome them the same,~
Eazcept their sin and pain.

And ever near us, though unseen,
The dear immortal spirits tread ;
For all the boundless universe
Is life—there are no dead.

THE INDIANS.—JosEPH STORY.

THERE is, in the fate of these unfortunate beings, much
to awaken our sympathy, and much to disturb the sobri-
ety of our judgment; much which may be urged to excuse

EE*
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their. own atrocities; much in their characters, which
betrays us into an involuntary admiration. What can be
more melancholy than their history? By a law of their
nature, they seem destined to a slow, but sure extinction.
Everywhere, at the approach of the white man, they fade
away. Wae hear the rustling of their footsteps, like that
of the withered leaves of autumn, and they are gone for
ever. They pass mournfully by us, and they return no
more. Two centuries ago, the smoke of their wigwums’
and the fires of their councils rose in every valley, from
Hudson’s Bay to the farthest Florida, from the ocean to
the Mississippi and the lakes. The shouts of victory and
the war-dance rang through the mountains and the glades.
The thick arrows and the deadly tomabhawk whistled
through the forests; and the hunter’s trace and dark
encampment startled the wild beasts in their lairs. The
warriors stood forth in their glory. The young listened
to the songs of other days. "I'he mothers played with
their infants, and gazed on the scene with warm hopes of
the future. The aged sat down; but they wept not.
They should soon be at rest in fairer regions, where the
Great Spirit dwelt, in a home prepared for the brave,
beyond the western skies. DBraver men never lived;
truer men never drew the bow. They bad courage and
fortitude, and sagacity, and perseverance, beyond most
of the human race. They shrank from no dangers, and
they feared no hardships. If they had the vices of
savage life, they had the virtues also. They were true to
their country, their friends, and their homes. If they
forgave not injury, neither did they forget kindness. 1f
their vengeance was terrible, their fidelity and generosity
were unconquerable also. Their love, like their hate,
stopped not on this side of the grave.

But where are they? Where are the villagers, and
warriors, and youths; the sachems and the tribes; the
hunters and their families? They have perished. They
are consumed. The wasting pestilence has not alone
done the mighty work. No,—nor famine, nor war.
There has been a mightier power, a moral canker, which
has caten into their heart-cores—a plague, which the
touch of the white man communicated—a poison, which
betrayed them into a lingering ruin. The winds of the



NUMBER FIVE. L 2]

Atlantic fan not a single region, which they may now call
their own. Already the last feeble remnants of the race
are preparing for their journey beyond the Mississippi.
I see them leave their miserable homes, the aged, the
helpless, the women, and the warriors, “few and faint,
yet fearless still.” The ashes are cold on their native
hearths. The smoke no longer curls round their lowly
cabins. They move on with a slow, unsteady step. The
white man is upon their heels, for terror or despatch; but
they heed him not. They turn to take alast look of their
deserted villages. They cast alast glance upon the graves
of their fathers. They shed no tears; they utter no cries;
they heave no groans. There is something in their hearts
which passes speech. There is something in their looks,
not of vengeance or submission, but of hard necessity,
which stifles both; which chokes all utterance; which
has no aim or method. It is courage absorbed in despair.
They linger but for & moment. Their look is onward.
They have passed the fatal stream. It shall never be
repassed by them,—no, never. Yet there lies not between
us and them an impassable gulf. They know and feel
that there is for them still one remove further, not distant,
nor unseen. It is to the general burial-ground of their
race. '
Reason as we may, it is impossible not to read in such
a fate much that we know not how to interpret; much of
provocation to cruel deeds and deep resentments; much
of apology for wrong and perfidy ; much of pity mingling
with indignation ; much of doubt and misgiving as to the
ast; much of painful recollections; much of dark fore-

dings.

THE NANTUCKET SKIPPER.—J. T. FIELDs.

MANY a long, long year ago,
Nantucket skippers had a plan
Of finding out, though  lying low,”’
+  How near New York their schooners ran,
87
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They greased the lead before it fell,

And then by sounding, through the niyvht,
Knowing the soil that stuck so well,

They always guessed their reckoning right

A skipper gray, whose eycs were dim,
Could tell, Ly tasting, just the spot,

And 8o below he'd ““douse the glim,”’—
After of course, his ‘‘something hot.”

Snug in-his berth, at eight o’clock,

This ancient skipper might be found ;
No matter how his craft would rock,

He slept,—for skippers’ naps are sound.

The watch on deck would now and then
Run down and wake him, with the lcad ;
Ho'd up, and taste, and tell the men
How many miles they went ahead.

One night *twas Jotham Marden’s watch,
A curious wag,—the pedlar’s son;

And 8o he mused, (the wanton wretch!)
¢To-night I'll have a grain of fun.

¢We're all a set of stupid fools,
To think the skipper knows, by tasting,
‘What ground he’s on ; Nantucket schools

Don’t teach such stuff, with all their basting P

And s0 he took the well greased-lead,
And rubbed it o'er a box of earth

That stood on deck,—a parsnip-bed,
And then he sought the skipper’s berth.

¢¢ Where are we now, sir? Please to taste.”
The skipper yawned, put out his tongue,

And opened his eyes in wondrous haste,
And then upon the floor he sprung !

The skipper stormed, and tore his hair,
Thrust on his boots, and roared to Marden,
¢¢ Nantucket’s sunk, and here we are
Right over old Marm Hackgett’s garden !”
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WHAT THE OLD MAN SAID.—Arnick Rosniss

Well, yes, sir—yes, sir, thankee—
So, 80, for my time of life,

I’m pretty gray, and bent with pains
That cut my nerves like a kuifo.

The winters bear hard upon me,
The summers scorch me sore ;

TI’m sort 0’ weary of all the world,
And I'm only turned three-score.

My old father is ninety,
And as hearty as a buck ;

You won’t find many men of his age
So full of vigor and pluck ;

He felled the first tree cut in the place
And laid the first log down ;

And living an honest temperate life,
He’s the head man of the town.

But you see when I was twenty or so,
I wanted to go to the city,

And I got with a wild get over thero,
That were neither wise nor witty ;

And so I laid the foundation, sir,
Of what you see to day—

0ld, little a past' the prime of life,
And a general wasting away.

’Taint a natural fever, this, sir ;
It’s one no doctor can cure;

I was made to bear strong burdens—
Ox-like, and slow but sure.

And I only lived for my pleasures,
Though I had been Christian bred—

1 lived for self, sir, and bere’s the end,
Crawling about half-dead.

Well, well, ’twon’t do to think on’t;
I try to forget my pain,
Mi{wisoned blood, and my shattered nerves,
y wreck of body and brain ;
Only I saw you drinking just now,
Drinking that devil’s drain ;
There’s where I liked to have stepped into Hew,
And gone by the fastest train.

99
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¢You don't like my blunt speech, mebbe ;
Well, ’tisn't the nicest cut,
Only when a man’s looked over the brink,
e knows what he’s talking about
And if, with his eyes wide open,
He’s walked straight into the flame,
And nothing less than the mercy of God,
Has turned his glory to shame.

¢Then, when he says there’s a drunkard’s hell,
You’d better believe it's true ;

I’ve fought with the Devil hand-to-hand,
And tested him through and through ;

We know who’ve bartered body and soul,
What body and soul are worth ;

And there’s nothing like to a drunkard’s woe
1u all God’s beautiful earth.

¢“Wife! children! Haven’t I had them? Yes,
No man has had sweeter than I ;

But children and wife are dead and dust—
‘Why, what could they do dut die ?

Don’t ask me to tell you of them, because
It blots out God’s mercy even;

And it don’t seem sure, though T've left my ctps,
That my sin can be forgiven,

1 tell you it's hard for a shattered hulk
To drift into barbor safe ;

And I feel sometimes, with my three-score years,
Like a hopeless, homeless waif';

But there’s one thing certain, I've overcome !
And I'll figcht while I draw a breath,

When I see a tine young fellow like you
Going down to the gates of death.

*You'll laugh, perhaps, at an old man’s zeal ;
I laughed in a young man’s glee ;
But God forbid if you reach three-score,
You should be a wreck like me.
New York Independent

SEVEN AGES OF MAN.—SHAKSPEARE.

ALL the world’s a stage,
And all the men and women merely players ;
They have their exits and their entranoces ;
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And one man in his time plays many parts,

His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurses arms.

Then the whining school-boy, with his satchel,
And shining morning face, creeping like snail
Unwillingly to schogﬁ‘ And then the lover,
Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad

Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then, a soldier,
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard,
Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justios,
In fair round belly with good capon lined,

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut,

Full of wise saws and modern instances ;

And so he plays his part; the sixth age shifts
Into the lean and slippered pantaloon,

‘With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side;

His youthful bose, well saved, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice,
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes

And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,
That ends this strange eventful history,

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion,—
Bans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.

GIVE ME BACK MY HUSBAND.

Nor many years since, & young married couple, from
the far, “fast-anchored isle,” sought our shores with the
most sanguine anticipations of prosperity and happiness.
They had begun to realize more than they had seen in
the visions of hope, when, in an evil hour, tae husband
was tempted “ to look upon the wine when it is red,” and
to taste of it, “ when it gives its color in the cup.” The
charmer fastened round its victim all the serpent spells
of its sorcery, and he fell ; and at every step of his degra-
dation from the man to the brute, and downward, a heart-
string broke in the bosom of his companion.

Finally, with the last spark of hope flickering on the
altar of her heart, she threaded her way into ons of those
shambles where man is made such s thing as the beasts
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of the field would bellow at. She pressed her way through
the bacchanalian crowd who were revelling there in their
own ruin. With her bosom full of “that perilous stuff
that preys upon the heart,” she stood before the plunderer
of her husband’s destiny, and exclaimed in tones of
startling anguish, “ Give me back my husband.”
“There’s your husband,” said the man, as he pointed
toward the prostrate wretch. ¢ That my husband!/
What bave you done to him? That my husband! What
have you done to that noble form that once, like the
giant oak, held its protecting shade over the fragile vine
that clung to it for support and shelter? Zhat my hus-
band! With what torpedo chill have you touched the
sinews of that manly arm? 7That my husband! What
have you done to that once noble brow, which he wore
high among his fellows, as if it bore the superscription of
the Godhead? ZThat my husband! What bhave you
done to that eye, with which he was wont to ‘look erect
on heaven,’ and see in his mirror the image ‘of his God.
‘What Egyptian drug have you poured into his veins, and
turned the ambling fountains of the heart into black and
burning pitch? Give me back my husband! Undo your
basilisk spells, and give me back the man that stood with

me by the altar!”

AEZ: ears of the rumseller, ever since the first demijohn
of that burning liquid was opened upon our shores, have
been sualuted, at every stage of the traffic, with just such
appeals as this. Such wives, such widows, and mothers,
such fatherless children, as never mourned in Israel at
the massacre of Bethlehem ; or at the burning of the Tem-
ple, have cried in his ears, morning, night, and evening,
“ Give me back my husband! Give me vack my bay/!-
Give me back my brother !” .

But has the rumseller been confounded or speechless at
these appeals? No! not he. He could show his creden-
tials at a moment’s notice, with proud defiance. He
always carried in his pocket a written absolution for all
he had done and could do in his work of destruction.
He had bought a letter of indulgence. 1 mean a license!
a precious instrument, signed and sealed by an authority
stronger and more respectable than the Pope’s. He :on-
funded! Why, the whole artillery of civil power was
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ready tc open in his defence and support. Thus shielded
by the Egis of the law, he had nothing to fear from the
enemies of his traffic. He had the image and superscrip-
tion of Cesar on his credentials, and unto Casar he
appdtled ; and unto Cesar, too, his victims appealed and
appealed tn vain.

THE OLD YANKEE FARMER.

War, Mr. Brown, how’s things goin on with y’ there
daown below? I s’pose Boston don’t look much as't did
fifty year ago. 1 was tellin—I was tellin Miss Pillsbury
tother day, ef she felt smart enough, we’d take a little
jant daown and look raound a little. But she’s got the
rumatiz so luk all possest, she can’t stir raound much.
She’s e’en a most discouraged sometimes, but I tell her
I guess it'll all wear off arter a spell, ha! ha! ha! I doant
git raound much myself I'm a gittin suthin inter years
—but I tell '’em I’'m better'n half the young folks naow.

Folks doant live now-a-days as they used ter when I was
a boy. Why, they’ve all got the indisgeestion, or some
plaguey thing or nuther—ha! ha! ha l—'Taint no wonder,
for they eat every thing uuder the Ileavens. In my day,
I never heerd uv no such thing as chickin saliit—and
dev’ld crabs—and tarry pin—why ’ts enough ter kill the
old Harry. I bappened to be daown ter Concord tother
day, un abaout noon I tell ye, I got putty hungry. I
was lookin raound for suthin ter eat, un sec'd the sign uv
*Restyrunt.” I went in un sot daown to a little table
baout’s big’s yer hand, un putty soon a black feller come
along, un sez he, wot’l yer have ? I looked at him con-
sidable sharp, un said,—sez I, wal, vittles, I guess! hal
ba! ha! I dupnowot under Heavens he thought I
was there arter, ’thout 'twas for suthin ter eat.

Ef I should live till next Jinnywary, I spose I
shall be eighty-three year old,—un I can git from bed ter
Ure putty handy yit, with a little piece er carpet on the
floor. Hi! hi! hil—But I tell ’em I aint goin ter do much
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more hard work. The young folks can do the work naow
—I guess I've done abaout my sheer—ha!l hal hal—
Miss Pillsbury sez sometimes, she’s moast afraid we shall
hev ter go to the poor-house—but I tell her I guess we
shall manage ter keep aout somehow or nuther.

Yes, I calculate ter take things putty easy. I doant do
much but walk raound and look at the boys alittle. They
was a mowin the old Spring-piece tother day, and I said
ter my oldest son, Isaiah—Isaiah sez I—I'll bate yeou
the best caow in the barn, I ken mow raound the old
Spring-piece quicker’n you can ter save yer gizzard.—
Wal,—be didn’t take me up—not ret away, ha! hal ha!
I think’s jes like as not, I sh’d a gin aout by the time I
got to the lower bars, but I'd a gin him a pull at the
start, by Jehewkabus.  Hal ha! hal—I was daown ter
the store tuther day lookin raound, and I sez to Mr.
Jones, sez I, what are you a tgxin for your merlassis?
‘Wal,—he said he had some good for twenty-eight cents
a garlon—but the best, sez he, is thirty-cents. Sez I, you
may give me a quart uv the best—the best is good enough
for me—ha! hal—He ask'd me ef I chawcd as much ter-
backer as I uscd ter? I told him I guessed—I guessed
I chawed a leetle more ef anything—hi! hi | hil—He said
he had some thet be could reecommend. I told him I
ginerally—I ginerally got the caum’n pigtail terbacker,
and soaked it in & leetle whiskey un merlassis, un one
thing another, un it was as good terbacker as I want ter
ehaw—hil hi! hil

LEARNING TO PRAY.--Mary E. Dopar.

KNXEELING, fair in the twilight gray,

A beautiful child was trying to pray;
His cheek on his mother's knee,

His bare littlo feet half hidden,

His smile still coming unbidden,
And his heart brimful of glee.

¢ want to laugh. Is it naughty? Ray,
O mamma ! P’ve had such fun to-day
I bardly can say my prayers.
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I don’t feel just like praying ;
1 want to be out-doors playing,
And run, all undressed, down stairs.

¢T can see the flowers in the garden-bed,
8hining so pretty, and sweet, and red ;

And Sammy is swinging, I guess,

Oh | everything is so fine out there,

I want to put it all in the prayer,—
Do you mean I can do it by ¢ Yes?’

#When I say, ¢ Now I lay me —word for word,
It seems to me as if nobody heard.
Would ¢ Thank you, dear God,’ be right?
He gave me my mammy,
And papa, and Sammy—
0 mamma ! you nodded I might.”

Clasping his hands and hiding his face,
Unconsciously yearning for help and giace,
The little one now began ;
His mother’s nod and sanction sweet
Had led him close to the dear Lord’s feet,
And his words like music ran :

*Thank you for making this home g0 nioe,
The flowers, and my two white mice,—
[ wish I could keep right on ;
I thank you, too, for every day—
Only I'm 'most too glad to pray,
Dear God, I think I'm done.

s¢Now, mamma, rock me—just a minute—
And sing the hymn with ¢darling’ in it.
I wish 1 could say my prayers!
When I get big, I know I can.
Oh ! won’t it be nice to be a man,
And stay all night down stairs I’

The mother, singing, clasped him tight,
Kissing and cooing her fond ¢ Good-night.”
And treasured his every word.
For well she knew that the artless joy
And love of her precious, innccent boy,
‘Were a prayer that her Lord had heard.
Hearth and Lorae.

87*
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NOW I LAY ME DOWN TO SLEEP.

1T 18 said of the late John Quincy Adams that he never went to bed withe
out repeating this little prayer,—the first taught him by his mother, whosee
meniory was dear to him to the last. There are two little prems, descriptive
of a child saying this prayer, that are among the tenderest in our language.
We combine into one the best of both.

QoLpEN head so lowly bending,
Little feet s0 white and bare,

Dewy eyes, half shut, half opened,
Lisping out her evening prayer.

¢ Now I lay,”’—repeat it, darling—
¢¢ Lay me,”’ lisped the tiny lips

Of my daughter, kneeling, bending
O’er the folded finger tips.

¢“Down to sleep,””—*¢ To sleep,”” she murmured,
And the curly head bent low ;

¢¢] pray the Lord,” I gently added,
“You can say it all, I know.”

¢ Pray the Lovd,”—the sound came faintly,
Fainter still—¢ My soul to keep;”

Then the tired heart fairly nodded,
And the child was fast asleep,

But the dewy eyes half opened

When I clasped her to my breast,
And the dear voice softly whispered,

¢ Mamma, God knows all the rest.” .

Oh, the trusting. sweet confiding
Of tho child-heart! Would that T
Thus might trust my Heavenly Father,
He who hears my feeblest cry.

O, the rapture, sweet, unbroken,

Of the soul who wrote that prayer!
Children’s myriad voices floating

Up to Heaven, record it there.

If, of all that has been written,
I could choose what might be mine,
It should be that child’s petition,
Rising to the throne divine.
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INFAMOUS LEGISLATION.—E. BurkE.

Since I had the honor—I should say the dishonor—of
sitting in this house, I have been witness to many strange,
many infamous transactions. What can be your intention
in attacking all honor and virtue? Do you mean to bring
all men to a level with yourselves, and to extirpate all
honor and independencel‘(o Perhaps you imagine a vote
will settle the whole controversy. Alas! you are not
aware that the manner in which your vote is procured is
a secret to no man.

Listen. For, if you are not totally callous, if your
consciences are not seared, I will speak daggers to your
souls, and wake you to all the pangs of guilty recollection.
T will follow you with whips and stings, through every
maze of your unexampled turpitude, and plant thorns
under the rose of ministerial approbation. You have
flagrantly violated justice and the law of the land, and
opened a door for anarchy and confusion. After assum-
ing an arbitrary dominion over law and justice, you issue
orders, warrants, and proclamations, against every oppo-
rent, and send prisoners to your Bastile all those who
have the courage and virtue to defend the freedom of their
country. But it is in vain that you hope by fear and
terror to extinguish the native Brifish fire. The more
sacrifices, the more martyrs you make, the more numer-
ous the sous of liberty will become. They will multiply
like the hydra, and hurl vengeance on your heads. -

Let others act as they will; while I have a tongue or
an arm, they shall be free. And that I may not be a
witness of these monstrous proceedings, I will leave the
house; nor do I doubt but every independent, every
honest man, every friend to England, will follow me.
These walls are unholy, baleful, deadly, while a prostitute
majority holds the bolt of parliamentary power, and hurls
its vengeance only upon the virtuous. To yourselves,
therefore, I consign you, Enjoy your pandemonium.
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THE ENIGHT AND THE LADY.
Rev. R. H. BAREAM.
Abridged, and adapted for Recitation, by Professor Rufus Adams,

THE Lady Jane was tall and slim,

The Lady Jane was fair
And Sir Thomas, her lord, was stout of limb,
And his cough was short, and his eyes were dim,
And he wore green “‘specs’ with a tortoise shell rim,
And his hat was remarkably broad in the brim,
And she was uncommonly fond of him,—

And they were a loving pair |—
And wherever they went, or wherever they came,
Every one hailed them with loudest acclaim ;

Far and wide,

The people cried,
All sorts of pleasure, and no sort of pain,
To Bir Thomas the good, and the fair Lady Jane !

Now Sir Thomas the good, be it well understood,
‘Was a man of very contemplative mood,—

He would pour by the hour, o’er a weed or a flower,
Or the slugs, that came crawling out after a shower;
Black beetles, bumble-bees, blue-bottle flies,

And moths, were of no small account in his eyes;
An ‘‘industrious flea,”” he’d by no means despise,
While an ¢ old daddy-long-legs,”” whose long legs and thighs
Passed the common in shape, or in color, or size,

He was wont to consider an absolute prize.

Giving up, in short, both business and sport, he
Abandoned himself, ‘‘ tout entier,”’ to philosophy.

Now as Lady Jane was tall and slim,
And Lady Jane was fair,
And a good many years the junior of him,
There are some might be found entertaining a notion,
That such an entire, and exclusive devotion,
‘To that part of science, folks style entymology,
‘Was a positive shame,
And, to such a fair dame,
Really demanded some sort of apology ;
Ever poking his nose into this, and to that,—
At a gnat, or a bat, or a cat, or a rat,
At great ugly things, all legs and wings,
With nasty long tails, armed with nasty long stings ;—
And eternally thinking, and blinking, and winking,
At grubs,—when he ought of ker mie thinking.
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But no! ah no! ’twas by no means so

With the fair Lady Jane,

Tout au contraire, no lady so fair,
‘Was ¢’er known to wear more contented an air ;
And—let who would call—every day she was there,
Propounding receipts for some delicate fare,
Bome tooihsome conserve, of quince, apple or pear,
Or distilling strong waters,—or potting a hare,—
Or counting her spoons, and her crockery ware ;
Enough to make less gifted visitors stare.

Nay more ; don’t suppose

‘With such doings as those
This account of her merits must come to a close;
No |—examime her conduct more closely, you’ll find
She by no means neglected improving her mind ;
For there all the while, with an air quite bewitching,
Bhe sat herring-boning, tambouring, or stitching,
Or having an eye to affairs of the kitchen.

Close by her side,

Sat her kinsman MacBride,—
Captain Dugald MacBride, Royal Scots Fusiliers ;—
And I doubt if you’d find, in the whole of his clan,
A more highly intelligent, worthy. young man ;

And there he’d be sitting,

‘While she was a-knitting,
Reading aloud, with a very grave look,
Bome very ¢‘ wise saw,’’ from some very good book,—

No matter who came,

It was always the same,
The Captain was reading aloud to the dame,
Till, from having gone through half the books on the shelf,
They were almost as wise as Sir Thomas himself.

‘Well it happened one day,—
I really can’t say
The particular month ;—but I think *twas in May,
*Twas I know in the spring-time, when ¢ nature looks gay,”
As the poet observes,—and on tree-top and spray,
The dear little dickey birds carol away,
That the whole of the house was thrown into affright,
For no soul could conceive what was gone with the knight

It seems he had taken
A light breakfast,—bacon,

An egg, & little broiled haddock—at most

A round and a half of some hot buttered toast,

With a slice of cold sirloin from yesterday’s roast.
But no matter for that,—
He had called for his hat,

ith the brim that I’ve said was so broad and so flat,
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And his “specs” with the tortoise-shell rim, and his cane.
Thus armed he set out on a ramble—a-lack !
He s¢t out poor dear soul !—but he never came back !
*First dinner bell’’ rang
Out its euphonous clang
At five—folks kept early hours then—and the ¢ last’
Ding-dong'd, as it ever was wont, at half-past.
8till the master was absent—the cook came and said, he
Feared dinner would spoil, having been so long ready’
That the puddings her ladyship thought such a treat
He was morally sure, would be scarce fit to eat !
Baid the lady, ¢‘Dish up! Let the meal be served straight,
And let two or three slices be put on a plate,
And kept hot for 8ir Thomas.”’—Captain Dugald said grace.
Then set himself down in Sir Thomas’ place.

Wearily, wearily, all that night,
That live-long night did the hours go by ;
And the Lady Jane,
In grief and pain,
8he sat herself down to cry !
And Captain MacBride,
‘Who sat by her side,
Though I really can’t say that he actually cried,
At least had a tear in his eye |
As much as can well be expected, perhaps,
From ‘‘very young fellows,’ for very ‘“old chaps.”
And if he had said
‘What he'd got in his head,
'Twould have been, ¢ Poor old Buffer, he’s certainly dead "

The morning dawned,—and the next—and the next,
And all in the mansion were still perplexed ;

No knecker fell,

His approach to tell ;
Not s0 mueh as a runaway ring at the bell.

Yet the sun shone bright upon tower and tree,

And the meads smiled green as green may be,

And the dear little dickey birds carol’d with glee,
And the lambs in the park skipped merry and free.—
‘Without, all was joy and harmony !

And thus ’twill be,—nor long the day,—
Ere we, like him, shall pass away !

Yon sun that now our bosoms warms,
Shall shine—but shine on other forms ;
Yon grove, whose choir so sweetly cheers
Us now, shall sound on other ears;

The joyous lamb, as now, shall play,

But other eyes its sports survey ;
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The stream we loved shall roll as fair,

The flowery sweets, the trim parterre,

Shall scent, as now, the ambient air;

The tree whose bending branches bear

The one loved name—shall yet be there—
But where the hand that carved it? Whers?

These were hinted to me as the very ideas
YWhich passed through the mind of the fair Lady Jane,
As she walk’d on the esplanade to and again,

‘With Captain MacBride,

Of course at her side,
Who could not look quite so forlorn—though he tried.
An “‘idea’ in fact, had got into A#s head,
That if ¢ poor dear Sir Thomas’ should really be dzad,
It might be no bad ¢ spec’’ to be there in his stead,
And by simply contriving, in due time, to wed

A lady who was young and fair,

A lady slim and tall, T
To set himself down in comfort there

The lord of Tapton Hall,

Thinks he, ‘“We have sent

Half over Kent,
And nobody knows how much money’s been spent,
Yet no one’s been found to say which way he went!
Here’s a fortnight and more has gone by, and we've tri-d
Every plan we could hit on,—and had him well cricd,

‘MrsarnGg ! ! Stolen or Strayed,

Lost or Mislaid,
. A GENTLEMAN ;—middle-aged, sober and staid ;

Stoops slightly ;—and when he left home was arrayed

In a sad colored suit, somewhat dingy and frayed ;
Had spectacles on with a tortoise-shell rim,
And a hat rather low crowned, and broad in the brim.

Whoe’er shall bear,

Or send him with care,
(Right side uppermost) home ; or shall give notice where
The said middle-aged GENTLEMAN is; or shall state
Any fact, that may tend to throw light on his fate.
To the man at the turnpike, called Tappington Gu'e,
Shall receive a reward of Five Pounds for his trouble.
N. B. If defunct, the Reward will be double!

‘* Had he been above ground,
He must have been found.
No ; doubtless he’s shot,— or he's hang’d,—or he’s drown'd!
Then his widow—ay | ay!
But what will folks say 2—
To address her at once, at so early a day!
Well—what then ?—who cares !—let ’em say what thoy may.”
FF
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When a man has decided,
As Captain MacBride did,
And once fully made up his mind on the matter, he
Can’t be too prompt in unmasking his battery.
1le began on the instant, and vowed that her eyes
Far exceeded in brilliance the stars in the skies ;
That her lips were like roses, her cheeks were like lilies ;
Her breath had the odor of daffy-down dillies |—
With a thousand more compliments, equally true,
Expressed in similitudes équally new |
Then his left arm he placed
Around her jimp, taper waist—
Ere she fixed to repulse or return his embrace,
Up came running a man at a deuce of a pace,
With that very peculiar expression of face
‘Which always betokens dismay or dlsastel,
Crying out—'twas the gard’'ner—*Oh ma’am ! we’ve founl
master ] I’
‘“Where ! where ?*? scream’d the lady ; and echo screamed
¢ Where?”?
I'he man could’nt say ¢ there !’
1lle had no breath to spare,
But gasping for breath he could only respond,
By poumno-—he pointed, alas |—T0 THE POND.
’T'was e’en so ; poor dear Knight, with his *‘specs’ and hishat.
He’d gone poking his nose into this and to that;
‘When close to the side of the bank, he espied
An uncommon fine tadpole, remarkably fat !
1le stooped ;—and he thought her
His own —he had caught her!
Got hold of her tall —and to laud almost brought her,
‘When—he plnmped head and heels into fifteen feet water |

The Lady Jane was tall and slim,
The Lady Jane was fair, ,
Alas ! for Sir Thomas !—she grieved for him,
As she saw two serving men sturdy of limb,
His body between them bear :
She sobb’d and she sighed, she lamented and cried,
Tor of sorrow brimful was her cup;
She swoon’d, and I think she’d have fallen dowu and died,
Ca in MacBride
t been by her side
With the ganiencr ;—they both their assistance supplisd,
And managed to hold her up.
But when she ¢‘ comes to,”
Oh! 'tis shocking to view
The sight which the corpse reveals !
Bir Thomas’ body,
It look’d so odd—he
‘Was< haif eaten up by the eels !
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His waistcoat and hose,
And the rest of his clothes,
Were all gnawled through and through ;
And out of each shoe,
An eel they drew;
And from each of his pockets they pulled out two !
Aud the gardener himself had secreted a few,
As well might be supposed he'd do,
For, when he came running to give the alarm,
He had six in the basket that hung on his arm,

Good Father John was summoned anon ;
Holy water was aprinkled and little bells tinkled,
And tapers were lighted,
And incense ignited,
And masses were sung, and masses were said,
All day, for the quiet repose of the dead,
Aud all night no one thought about going to bed.

But Lady Jane was tall and slim,
And Lady Jane was fair,
And ere morning came, that winsome dame
Had made up her mind, or—what's much the same,—
Had thought about, once more ** changing her name,”
And she said with a peusive air,
To Thompson the valet, while taking away,
‘When supper was over, the cloth and the tray,
¢ Eels a many I've ate ; but any
8o good ne’er tasted before 1—
They're a fish too, of which I'm remarkably fond,—
Go—pop Sir Thomas again in the pond,—
Poor dear !—he’ll catch us some more.”

MORAL.

All middle-aged gentlemen let me advise,

If you're married, and hav’nt got very good eyes,
Don’t go poking about after blue bottle flics.

If you’ve spectacles, don’t have a tortoise-shell rim,
And don’t go near the water,—unless you can swim,

Married Indies, especially such as are fak,

Tall and slim, T would next recommend to beware,
How, on losing one spouse, they give way to despair;
But let them reflect, there are fish, and no doubt on’t,
As good tn the river, as ever came out on’t.

118
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YOU PUT NO FLOWERS ON MY PAPA'S GRAVE.
C. E. L. HoLMEs,

WiITH sable-draped banners, and slow measured tread,

The flower-laden ranks pass the gates of the dead;

And seeking each mound where a comrade’s form rests,

Leave tear-bedewed garlands to bloom on his breast.
Ended at last is the labor of love;

Once more through the gateway the saddened lines move—

A wailing of anguish, a sobbing of grief,

Falls low on the ear of the battle-scarred chief';

('lose crouched by the portals, a sunny-haired child

Besought him in accents which grief rendered wild :

“Oh! sir, he was good, and they say he died brave—
Why! why! did you pass by my dear papa’s grave?

[ know he was poor, but as kind and as true

As ever marched into the battle with you—

ITis grave is so humble, no stone marks the spot,

You may not have seen it. Ol, say you did not !

FFor my poor heart will break if you knew he was there,
And thought him too lowly your offerings to share.
He didn’t die lowly—he poured his heart’s blood,

In rich crimson streams, from the top-crowning sod
Of the breastworks which stood in front of the fight—
And died shouting, ‘Onward ! for God and the right I’
O’er all his dead comrades your bright garlands wave,
But you haven’t put oné on my papa’s grave.

If mamma were here—but she lies by his side,

Her wearied heart broke when our dear papa died.”.

“ Battalion! file left ! countermarch !I” cried the chiet,

¢ This young orphan’d maid hath full cause for her grief.”
Then up in his arms from the hot, dusty street,

tle lifted the maiden, while in through the gate

- The long line repasses, and many an eye

Pays fresh tribute of tears to the lone orphan’s sigh.

¢ This way, it is—here, sir—right under this tree ;
They lie close together, with just room for me.”

“Halt! Cover with roses each lowly green mound—
A love pure as this makes these graves hallowed ground.”’

¢ Oh | thank you, kind sir! I ne’er can repay
The kindness you’ve shown little Daisy to-day ;
But I’ll pray for you here, each day wlhile I live,
'Tis all that a poor soldier’s orphan can give.



NUMBER FIVE. 116

1 ghall see papa soon, and dear mamma too—

I dreamed so last night, and I know ’twill come true ;
And they will both bless you, I know, when I say

How you folded your arms round their dear one to-day—
How you cheered her sad heart, and soothed it to rest,
And hushed its wild throbs on your strong, noble breast ;
And when the kind angels shall call you to come,

‘We'll welcome you there to our beautiful home,

‘Where death never comes, his black banners to wave,
And the beautiful flowers ne’er weep o’er a grave.”

BORROW FOR THE DEAD.—WaAsHmINGTON IRvING.

THE sorrow for the dead is the only sorrow from which
we refuse to be divorced. Every other wound we seek
to heal, every other affliction to forget; but this wound
we consider it a duty to keep open; this affliction we
cherish and brood over in solitude. Where is the mother
who would willingly forget the infant that perished like
a blossom from her arms, though every recollection is a
pang? Where is the child that would willingly forget
the most tender of parents, though to remember be but
to lament? Who, even in the hour of agony, would
forget the friend over whom he mourns? Who, even
when the tomb is closing upon the remains of her he mosa.
loved—when he feels his heart, as it were, crushed in
the closing of its portals—would accept of consolation
that must be bought by forgetfulness?

No, the love which survives the tomb is one of the no-
blest attributes of the soul. If it has its woes, it has
likewise its delights; and when the overwhelming burst
of grief is calmed into the gentle tear of recollection, when
the sudden anguish and the convulsive agony over the
present ruins of all that we most loved is softened away
into pensive meditation on all that it was in the days of
its loveliness, who would root out such a sorrow from
the heart? Though it may sometimes throw a passing
cloud over the bright hour of gayety, or spread a deeper
se 'ness over the hour of gloom, yet who would exchange:
i* even for the song of pleasure, or the burst of revelry ?
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No, there is a voice from the tomb sweeter than song.
There is a remembrance of the dead to which we turn,
even from the charms of the living. Oh, the grave! the
grave! It buries every error, covers every defect, extin-
guishes every resentment! From its peaceful bosom
spring none but fond regrets and tender recollections.
‘Who can look down, even upon the grave of an enemy,
and not feel a compunctious throb that he should ever
have warred with the poor handful of earth that lies
mouldering before him ?

But the grave of those we loved, what a place for medi-
tation! There it is that we call up in long review the
whole history of virtue and gentleness, and the thousand
endearments lavished upon us, almost unheeded in the
daily intercourse of intimacy; there it is that we dwell
upon the tenderness, the solemn, awful tenderness of the

arting scene ; the bed of death, with all its stifled griefs,
its noiseless attendance, its mute, watchful assiduities.
The last testimonies of expiring love.! the feeble, flutter-
ing, thrilling,—oh, how thrilling |—pressure of the hand!
The faint, faltering accents, struggling in death to give
one more assurance of affection! The last fond look of
the glazing eye, turning upon us even from the threshold
of existence! Ay, go to the grave of buried love and
meditate. There settle the account with thy conscience
for every past benefit unrequited, every past endearment
unregarded, of that departed being who can never, never,
never return to be soothed by thy contrition.

If thou art a child, and hast ever added a sorrow to the
soul, or a furrow to the silvered brow of an affectionate
parent; if thou art a husband, and hast ever caused the
fond bosom that ventured its whole happiness in thy
arms to doubt one moment of thy kindness or thy truth;
if thou art a friend, and hast ever wronged, in thought,
or word, or deed, the spirit that generously confided in
thee; if thou art a lover, and hast ever given one unmer-
ited pang to that true heart that now lies cold and still
beneath thy feet ;—then be sure that every unkind look,
every ungracious word, every ungentle action will come
thronging back upon thy memory, and knock dolefully at
thy soul; then be sure that thou wilt lie down sorrowing
and repentant in the grave, and utter the unheard groan,
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and pour the unavailing tear, more deep,more bitter,
because unheard and unavailing.

Then weave thy chaplet of flowers, and strew the beau-
ties of nature about the grave ; console thy broken spirit,
if thou canst, with these tender, yet futile tributes of
regret; but take warning by the bitterness of this thy
contrite affliction over the dead, and henceforth be more
faithful and affectionate in the discharge of thy duties to
the living

ANNABEL LEE.—EbpgaRr A. I'or.

It was many and many a ycar ago,
. In a kingdom by the sea,
That a maiden thers lived, whom you may know
By the name of Aunabel l.ce;
And this maiden she lived with no other thought
Than to love, and be loved by me.

I was a child, and she was a child,
In this kingdom by the sea ;

But we loved with a love that was more than love,
I and my Annabel Lee—

‘With a love that the winged seraphs of besven .
Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,
In this kingdom by the sca,

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling
My beautiful Annabel Lee;

8o that her high-born kinsmen came
And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre
In this kingdom by the sea.

The angels, not half go happy in heaven,
Went envying her and me,

Yes | that was the reason (as all men know,
In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud by night
Chilling and killing my Anuabel Lee.
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But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we,—
Of many far wiser than we ;
And neither the angels in heaven above,
Nor the demons gown under the sea,
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul
Of the beautiful Aunnabel Lee.

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee,
And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
And so all the night-time, I lie down by the side
Of my darling—my darling—my life and wmy Lride,
In the sepulchre there by the sea,
In her tomb by the soundiug sea.

DEBORAH LEE.—A PARODY

*T18 a dozen or 50 of years awo,
Somewlere in the West countree,

That a nice girl lived, as ye Hoosiers know,
By the name of Deborah Lee.

Her sister was loved by Edgar Poe,
But Deborah by me,

Now I was green and she was grecn
As a summer’s squash might be,

And we loved as warmly as other folks,
I and my Deborah Lee ;

‘With a love that the lasses of Hoosierdom
Coveted her and e,

But somehow it happened long ago,
In the agueish West countree,

That a chill March morning gave the shakes
To my beautiful Deborah Lee,

And the grim steam doctor (hang him, ciuns
And bore her away from me ;—

The doctor and death, old partners they
In the agueish West countree.

The angels wanted her up in heaven,
But they never asked for me,

And that is the reason, I rather gucss,
In the agueish West countree,
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That the cold March wind and the doctor und death,
Took off my Deborah Lee,

From the warm sunshine and the openiug flowers,
And tvok her away from me.

Our love was strong as a six-horse team,
Or the love of folks older than we,—
And possibly wiser than we,—

But Death, with the aid of doctor and steam,
Was rather too many for me ;

He closed the peepers, aud silenced the breath
Of my sweetheart, Deborah Lee,—

And her form lies cold in the deep, proud mold,
Silent and cold—ah me !

The foot of the hunter shall press the grave,
And the prairie’s sweet wild flowers,
In their odorous beauty, around it wave
Through all the sunny hours ;
And the birds shall sing in the tufted grass,
And the nectar laden bee
‘With his dreamy hum on’his gauze wings pass,—
She wakes no more to me.
Oh ! never more to me,

119

Though the wild birds sing and the wild flowers spring,

She awakes no more to me.

Yet oft in the hush of the dim, still night,
A vision of beauty I see;
Gliding soft to my bedside—a phantom of light—
Dear, beautiful Deborah Lee,
My bride that was to be,
And I wake to mourn that the Doctor and Death,
And the cold Maich wind should stop the breath
Of my darling Deborah Lee,
Adorable Deborah Lee,
That angels should want her up in Leaven
Before they wanted me.

ABSENCE.—FRANCES ANNE KEMBLE.

Waar shall I do with all the days and hours
That must be counted ere I scc thy face?
How shall I charm the interval that lowers
Between this time and that sweet time f grace?
FF
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Shall T in slumber steep each weary sense, —
Weary with longing ? 8hall I flee away
Into past days, and with some fond pretence
Cheat myself to forget the present day ?

Bhall love for thee lay on my soul the sin
Of casting from me God’s great gift of time?
8hall I, these mists of memory locked within,
Leave and forget life’s purposes sublime ?

O, how or by what means may I contrive

To briu%the hour that brings thee back more near?
How may I teach my drooping hope to live

Until that blessed time, and thou art here ?

T'11 tell thee ; for thy sake I will lay hold
Of all good aims, and consecrate to thee,

In worthy deeds, each moment that is told
‘While thou, beloved one! art far from mwe.

For thee I will arouse my thoughts to try
All heavenward flights, all high and holy straius ;
For thy dear sake I will walk patiently
Through these long hours, nor call their minutes paina,

I will this dreary blank of absence make

A noble task-time ; and will therein strive
To follow excellence, and to o’ertake

More good than I have won since yet I live.

Bo may this doomed time build up in me

A thousand graces, which shall thus be thinv ;
80 may my love and longing hallowed be,

And thy dear thought an influence divine.

OVER THE HJLLS FROM THE POOR I1OTUSE.
May MIGNONETTE.
8equel to “ Over the Hill to the Poor-House "¢

OVER t’.}lod hills to the poor-house sad paths have been made
to-day.

For sorrow is near, such as maketh the heads of the young
turn gray,

¢ Seo No. 4, page 27.
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Causing lhg heart of the careless to throb with a fevered
breath—

The sorrow that leads to the chamber whose light has gone
out in death.

To Busan, Rebecca and Isaac, to Thomas and Charley, word

sped

‘That Mother was ill and fast failing, perhaps when they
hears might be dead ;

But e’en while they wrote she was praying that some of her
child-en might come,

To hear from her lips their last blessing before she should
start for her home.

To analll,l’ pbor Susan! how bitter the agony brought by the
ca
For deer. in her heart for her mother wide rooms had been left

after all;

And now, that she thought, by her fireside one place had been
vacant for years,—

And whils ¢o’er the hills” she was speeding her path might
be t-uced by her tears.

Rebecca.? she heard not the tidings, but those who bent over
her knew

That led by the Angel of Death, néar the waves of the river

e drew

Deliriouy, ever she told them her mother was cooling her head,

‘While, weuping, they thought that ere morning both mother
and nhild might be dead.

And, knealing beside her, stern Isaac was quiv’ring in aspen-
like grief,

‘While wavas of sad mem’ry surged o’er him like billows of
wind o’er the leaf;

Too late,” were the words that had humbled his cold,
Laughty pride to the dust,

Peace, with her olive-boughs laden, crowned loving for-

givauess with trust,

Bowed ovar his letters and papers, sat Thomas, his brow lined
by thought, -

But lit{,le hel::eeded the markets or news of his gains that they

ronght ;

His lips giew as pale as his cheek, but new purpose seemed
born in his eye,

And Tiomas went ‘over the hills,” to the mother that
snostly must die.
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To Charley, her youngest, her pride, came the mother’s mes-
sage that morn,

And helwas away ‘“o’er the hills’ ere the sunlight blughed over
the corn;

And, strangest of all, by his side, was the wife he had ‘‘brot ght
from the town,”’

And silently wept, while her tears strung with diamonds her
plain mourning gown.

For each had been thinking, of late, how they missed the old
mother’s sweet smile,

And wond’ring how they could have been so blind and unjust
all that while;

They thought of their harsh, cruel words, and longed to atone
for the past,

‘When swift o’er the heart of vain dreams swept the prescnce
of death’s chilling blast.

8o inte tht chamber of death, one by one, these sad childien
had crept,

As they, in their childhood, had done, when mother was tired
and slept,—

And peace, rich as then, came to each, as they drank in her
blessing, 8o deep,

That, :)lrcathiug into her Iife, she fell back in her last blessed

eep.

And when ¢‘o’er the hill§ from the poor-house,” that mother
is tenderly borne,

The life of her life, her loved children, tread softly, and
silently mourn,

For theirs is no rivulet sorrow, but deep as the ocean is deep,

And into our lives, with sweet healing, the balm of thewr
bruising may creep.

For swift come the flashings of temper, and torrunts of words
come as swift,

Till out 'mong the tide-waves of anger, how often we thought-
lessly drift ! =

And heads that are gray with life’s ashes, and rect that walk
down 'mong the dead,

‘We send “o’er the hills to the poor-house” for love, and, it
may be, for bread.

Oh! when sh.’:‘ll we value the living while yet the keen sickle
is stayed,

Nor slight the wild flower in its blooming, till all its sweet life
i3 decayed ? -

Yet often the fragrance is rickest, when poured from the bruised
blossom’s soul,

And “over the hills from the poor-house the raest of melo
dies roll, Cinetnnati Times and Ohronsele.
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EXTRACT FROM A SPEECH ON TEMPERANCE.
SCHUYLER COLFAX,

I HAVE come before you this beautiful Sabbath after-
voon not to speak to you about political parties nor about
the details of legislation. I come to speak to you, if pos-
sible, heart to heart, soul to soul, not to denounce, but, if
possible, to persuade. I come not to demand, but to
plead with every one of you. I come to speak for that
liberty which makes us free ; that liberty which elevatcs
body and soul above the thraldom of the intoxicating cup.
We have passed through scenes that have rocked this
land to its centre, on the question whether human slavery
should continue on our soil. It was but the slavery of
the body. It was but for this life. But the slavery
against which I speak to-day is the slavery of . not only
soul and body and talent and heart for this life, but is a
slavery which goes beyond the gates of the tomb to an
unending eternity.

We speak of the horrors of war, and there are horrors
in war. Carnage, and bloodshed, and mutilation, and bro-
ken frames, and empty sleeves, and widows’ weeds, and
childrens’ woes, and enormous debts and grinding taxa.
tion, all come from war,though war may be a necessity
for saving a nauon’s life. But it fails in all its horrors,
compared with those that flow from intozxication. We
shudder at the ravages of pestilence, and famine, but they
sink into insignificance when compared with the sorrow
and anguish that fullow in the train of this conqueror of {
fallen humanity.

I see before me many distinguished in political, social,
and business life; and some of them I fear are to-day
voluntarily enrolled in the great army of moderate drink
ers. When you appeal to them to give the force of their
influence and example to the prevention of the evil, their
answer is that they have strength to resist—they can
quit when they please. Possibly you may have, but be-
fore you all I can frankly acknowledge, from what I have
seen in public and private life, that I dare not touch or tasto
or handle the wine bowl. Yousay you are strong. Lcan
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oint you to those stronger tenfold over than you who

an as you have, and who lost in the power of resistance
before they knew they were in the power of the tempter.
This demon, like death, secems to love & shining mark
He only is fortified who has determined not to yield to
the first temptation.

There is but one class whence he has never drawn a
victim. That class has defied him, and will to the er.d.
It is we who stand, God helping us, with our feet on
this rock of safety, against which the waves may dash,
but they shall dash in vain. 1 implore you to come and
stand with us. I plead with you to come, for I believe
that all mankind are my brethren. I believe in the father-
hood of God and in the brotherhood of man. And whenI
sce an inebriate reeling along the streets I feel that,
though debased and fallen, he is my brother still, created
in the image of God, destined to an eternal hereafier, and
it should be your duty and mine to take him by the hand
and seek to place his feet on the same rock on which we
stand.

That is what gave such a wonderful triumph to the
‘Washingtonians, this recognizing the duty of individual
responsibility. How many of you have gone to your
fellow-man when you bave seen him on the shore of de-
struction and tried to save him? Not one! Not one!
How dare you on your knees ask God to bless you and
yours, when you have not thus proved that you love your
neighbor as yourself! This duty should be impressed
. on your souls by your ministers in the pulpit, by yoar -
writers in the public press. More than all things else in
the land we need a temperance revival. Whom would
it harm? No one.

But come down to the individual home of the man who
has become a slave to this demon. Do you find happiness
there? Do you find contentment, prosperity? Ah, no.
Do you find the wife’s cheek lighting up with joy as her
husband comes home when the shadows lengthen? Abh,
no: her cheek pales at the step of him who pledged her a
life of devotion for the love she gave to him. All things
are warning you to beware of yiclding to this evil. The
Scriptures; the men reeling in their cups; your poor-
houses, your prisons, the forsaken wives; all ery “beware.”
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In the language of an eminent champion of temperance,
“ When drink can easily be given up by you, give it up
for the sake of your example on others; if it be difficult
to give it up, give it up for your own sake.”

Choose you this day whether you will stand with us
on this rock, defying the snares, and evil, and misery, and
woe, and desolation of the tempter, or whether, pursuing
your present habit, you will go down the easy descent,
till at last, dishonored and disgraced, having lost the
respect of others and your own self-respect, you end a
miserable and gloomy life by a home in the tomb, from
which there is, if inspiration be true, no resurrcction that
shall take you to a better land.

EKNOCKED ABOUT.—DaxicL CoNNOLLY.

Way don’t I work? Well, sir, will you
Right here on the spot, give me suthin’ to do ?
‘Work ! why, sir, I don’t want no more

’N a chance in any man’s shop or store ;
That's what I’'m lookin’ for every day.

But thar ain’t no jobs! well, what d'ye say?
Hain’t got nuthin’ at present! Just so;
That’s how it always is, I know!

Fellows like me ain’t wanted much ;
Folks are gen'rally jubus of such
Thinks they ain’t the right sort o’ stuff—
Blest if it isn’t a kind o’ rough

On a man to have folks hintin’ belief
That he ain’t to Le trusted moro'n a thief,
‘When p’raps his fingers ave cleaner far
‘N them o’ the chaps that talk so are!

Got a look o’ the sea? Well, I 'xpect that’s so;
Had a hankerin’ that way somo years ago,

And run off; I shipped in & whaler fust,

And got cast away ; but that warn’t the wust;
Took fire, sir, next time, we did, and—well,

‘We blaz:d up till everything standin’ feil,

And the 1 me and Tomm—my mato—:and some more
Got oft, with a notion of goin’ ashore.
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But thar warn’t no shore to see round thar,

8o we drifted and drifted everywhar

For a week, and then all but Tom and me

Was food for the sharks or down in the sea.

But we prayed—me and Tom—the best we could,
For a sail. It come, and at last we stood

On old arth once more, and the Captain told

Us we was ashore in the land of gold.

Gold! We did’t get much. But we struck

For the mines, of course, and tried our luck.
'Twarn’t bad at the start, but things went wrong
Pooty soon, for one night thar come along,

‘While we was aslcep, some red-skin chaps,

And they made things lively round thar—perhaps
Anyhow, we left mighty quick—Tom and me,
And we didn’t go back—kind 0’ risky yo sce !

By’n-by, sir, the war come on, and then

‘Je ’listed. Poor Tom! I was nigh him when

It all happened. He looked up and sez, sez he,

¢ Bill, it’s come to partin’ 'twixt you and e,

0Old Chap. I hain’t much to leave—here, this knife—
S8tand to your colors, Bill, while you have life I

That was all. —Yes, got wounded myself, sir, here,
And—I'm pensioned on water and air a year !

It ain’t much to thank for that I'm alive,

Knockin’ about like this—what a five |

That’s suthin’ han’some, now, that is. I'm blest

If things don’t quite frequent turn out for the best

Arteralll A V! Hi! Luck! It’s far more!

Mister, I kind o’ liked the looks o’ your store,

You re a trump, sir, a reg—eh ! O, allright!

I'm off, but you are, sir, a trump, honor bright!
Appleton’s Journal,

AT THE WINDOW.—AN EXTRACT.
AL¥RED TENNYSON.

But Enoch yearned to see her face again ;
¢¢If I might look on her sweet face again
And know that she is happy.’”” So the thought
Haunted and harassed him, and drove him forth
At evening when the dull November day
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Was growing duller twilight, to the hill.
There he sat down gazing on all below :
There did a thousand memories roll upon him,
Unspeakable for sadness. By and by

The ruddy square of comfortable lizht,
Far-blazing from the rear of Philip’s house,
Allured him, as the beacon-blaze allures

The bird of passage, till he madly strikes
Against it, and beats out his weary life.

For Philip’s dwelling fronted on the street,
The latest house to landward ; but Lelind,
‘With one small gate that opened on the waste,
Flourished a little garden square and walled :

- And in it throve an ancient evergreen,

A yewtree, and all round it ran a walk

Of shingle, and a walk divided it :

But Enoch shunned the middle walk and stole

Up by the wall behind the yew ; and thence

That which he better might have shanned, if griefs
Like his have worse or better, Enoch saw.

For cups and silver on the burnished hoara
Sparkled and shone ; so genial was the hearth §
And on the right hand of the hearth he saw
Philip, the slighted suiter of old times,
8tout, rosy, with his babe across his knees;
And o’er hersecond father stoopt a girl,

A later but a loftier Aunie Lee,

Fair-haired’and tall, and from her lifted hand
Dangled a length of ribbon and a ring

To tempt the babe, who reared his creasy arms,
Caught at and ever missed it, and they laughed :
And on the left hand of the hearth he saw

The mother glancing often toward her babe,

But turning now and then to speak with him,
Her son, who stood beside her tall and strong,
And saying that which pleased him, for he smiled.

Now when the dexnd man come to life beheld
His wife, his wife no more, and saw the babe—
Hers, yet not his, upon the fatler's knee,
And all the waimth, the peace, the happiness,
And his own clildren tall and beautiful,
And him, that other, reigning in his place,
Lord of his rights and of his children’s love,—
Then he, though Miriam Lane had told him ali,
Because things seen are mightier than things heard,
Btaggered and shook, holding the branch, and feared

187
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To send abroad a shrill and terrible cry,
‘Which in one moment, like the blast of doom,
‘Would shatter all the happiness of the hearth.

He therefore turning softly like a thief,
Lest the harsh shingle should grate underfoot,
And feeling all along the garden-wall,
Lest he should swoon and tumble and Le found,
Crept to the gate, and opencd it, and closed,
As lightly as a sick man’'s chamUer-door,
Bebind him, and came out upon the waste.
And there he would have knelt, but that his knees
Were feeblo, so that falling prone he dug
His fingers into the wet earth, and prayed.

THOUGHTS OF “ENOCH ARDEN.”

T'VvE been reading ¢“Enoch Arden,”
Where, with slow and measured tread,
He approaches through the garden,
That they still might think him dead.
He would view his children’s faces—
If they her resemblance bore—
And observe their childish graces,
Once again, and then no morve.

He would see if time’s rough fingers
Had with many a wrinkle traced—
While awaiting him she lingered—
On that dear, tamiliar face ;
And perhaps he hoped such feeling
Might have left its traces there,
And that gray was deftly stealing
In amoug the auburn hair.

For the greatest earthly gladness,
Almost like the joys above,

Which we crave, even to madness,
Is the love of those we love.

If gray hair and pallid faces
Youtliful chiarms completely veil,

In our eyes they scem like graces
If we thiuk for us they pale.
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' ‘When he turned, and, slowly leaving,

His poor heart with torment wruug,
In his hopeless sorrow grieving,

He escaped a sharper pang ;
For he knew she long had waited,

Loth even with his name to part—
He had never yet been hated,

She had not been false at heart.

Only those feel all of sorrow
Who have known their love betrayed,
And for strength to bear the morrow
In each lonely night-watch prayed.
Man may be wronged, and still be cheerful,
Face storms with undaunted breast,
But the injury is fearful
From a hand be still has pressed.

‘When the loved by death bereft us,
We can soothe the tender pain ;
For this hope is surely left us—
‘We shall mect them there again.
‘We can go where they are slecping,
Keeping grave and memory green :—
‘When for their folly we are weeping,
They have fixed a gulf between.

Oh ! what folly, what great madness,
Can possess a mothei's breast,

‘Who would change her children’s gladness
For a life of sharaed unrest ;

‘Who would throw away the pleasures
That a husband’s love inspires ;

‘Who would sacrifice home’s treasures
To unhallowed, low desires |

Ah! therc’s many an Enoch Arden
In this hollow, weary life,
Who has left his home’s sweet garden
Edcen-like,—a faithful wife.
Manuy a great heart thus in keeping
She has doomed to hapless fate,—-
And repents with life-long weeping,
But too late, alas! too late !
Warerly Yagarine.
38*
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MODULATION.—LvroYp.

*T1s not enough the voice be sound and clear,
*Tis modulation that must charm the ear.

‘When desperate heroes gricve with tedious moan,
And whine their sorrows in a sec-siw tone,

The same soft sounds of unimpassioned woes
Can only make the yawning hearers doze.

That voice all modes of passion can express,
‘Which marks the proper words with proper stress ;
But none emphatic can that speaker call, .

‘Who lays an equal emphasis on all.

Some, o'er the tongue the labored measures roll,
Slow and deliberate as the parting toll;

Point every stop, mark every pause so stron,
Their words like stage processions stalk along,

All affectation but creates disgust ;

And e’en in speaking, we may seem too just.
In vain for them the pleasing measure flows,
‘Whose recitation runs it all to prose ;
Repeating what the poet sets not down,

The verb disjointing from its favorite noun,
‘While pause, and break, and repitition join
To make a discord in each tuneful line.

Some placid natures fill the allotted scene
‘With lifeless drawls, insipid and sercne ;
‘While others thunder every couplet o’er,

And almost crack your ears with rant and roar,
More nature oft, and finer strokes are shown

In the low whisper, than tempestuous tone;
And Hamlet’s hollow voice and fixed amaze,
More powerful terror to the mind conveys,
Than he, who, swollen with impetuous rage,
Bullies the bulky phantom of the stage.

He who, in earnest, studies o’er his part,

‘Will find true nature cling about his heart,

The modes of grief are not included all

In the white handkerchief and mourned drawl
A single look more marks the internal woe,
Than all the windings of the lengthened Oh !
Up to the face the quick sensation flies,

And darts its meaning from the speaking eyes :
Love. transport, madness, anger, scorn, despair,
And all the passious, all tho soul is thero.
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MOUSE-HUNTING.—B. P. SHILLABER.
I’
AR INCIDERT IN THE LIFE OF MRS. PARTINGTON.

It was midnight, deep and still, in the mansion of
Mrs. Partington,—as it was, very generally, about town,
—on & cold night in March. So profound was the silence
that it awakened Mrs. P., and she raised herself vpon her
elbow to listen. No sound greeted her ears, save the
tick of the old wooden clock in the next room, which stood
there in the dark, like an old crone, whispering and gibber-
ing to itself. Mrs. Partington relapsed beneath the folds of
the blankets, and had one eye again well-cnexed towards
the realm of dreams, while the other was holding by a
very frail tenure upon the world of reality, when her ear
was saluted by the nibble of a mouse, directly beneath
ber chamber window, and the mouse was evidently
gnawing her chamber carpet.

Now, if there is an animal in the catalogue of creation
that she dreads and detests, it is & mouse; and she has a
vague and indefinite idea that rats and mice were made
with especial regard to her individual torment. As she
heard the sound of the nibble by the window, she arose
again upon her elbow, and cried “ Shoo! Shoo!” ener-
getically, several times. The sound ceascd, and she
fondly fancied that her trouble was over. Again she laid
herself away as carefully as she would have lain eggs at
forty-five cents a dozen, when—nibble, nibble, nibble !~
she once more heard the odious sound by the window.
“Shoo!” cried the old lady again, at the same time
hurling her shoe at the spot from whence the sound pro-
ceeded, where the little midnight marauder was carrying
on his depradations.

A light burned upon the hearth —she coulan’t sleep
without a light,—and she strained her eyes in vain to
catch a glimpse of her tormenter playing about amid the
shadows of the room. All again was silent, and the
clock, giving an admonitory tremble, struck twelve.
Midnight! and Mrs. Partington counted the tintinabulons
knots as they ran off the reel of Time, with a saddened

-
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Nibble, nibble, nibble!—again that sound. The old
lady sighed as she hurled the other shoe at her invisible
annoyance. It was all without avail, and “ shooing” was
bootless, for the sound came again to her wakeful ear.
At this point her patience gave out, and, conquering her
dread of the cold, she arose and opened the door of her
room that led to a corridor, when, taking the light in one
band, and a shoe in the other, she made the cirenit of the
room, and explored every nook and cranny in which a
mouse could ensconse himself. She looked under the bed,
und under the old chest of drawers, and under the wash-
stand, and ‘‘ shooed” until she could “ shoo” no more.

The reader’s own imagination, if he has an imagination
skilled in limning, must draw the picture of the old lady
while upon this exploring expedition, ‘ accoutred as she
was,” in search of the ridiculous mouse. We have our
. own opinion upon the subject, and must say,—with all
due deference to the years and virtues of Mrs. P, and
with all regard for personal attractions very striking in
one of her years,—we should judge that she cut a very
queer figure, indeed.

Satisfying herself that the mouse must have left the
room, she closed the door, deposited the light upon the
hearth, and again sought repose. How gratefully a warm
bed feels, when exposure to the night air has chilled us,
as we crawl to its enfolding covert! How we nestle
down, like an infant by its mother’s breast, and own no
joy superior to that we feel,—coveting no regal luxury
while revelling in the elysium of feathers! So felt Mrs.
P., as she again ensconsed herself in bed. The clock in
the next room struck one.

She was again near the attainment of the state when
dreams are rife, when, close by her chamber-door, outside
she heard that hateful nibble renewed which had marred
her peace before. With a groan she arose, and, seizing
her lamp, she opened the door, and had the satisfaction to
hear the mouse drop, step by step, until he reached the
floor below. Convinced that she was now rid of him for
the night, she returned to bed, and addressed herself to
gleep. The room grew dim; in the weariness of her
spirit, the chest of drawers in the corner was fast losing
its identity snd becomiug something else; in & moment
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tnore——nibble, nibble, nibble! again outside of the
chamber-door, as the clock in the next room struck two.

Anger, disappointment, despcration, fired her mind
with a new determination. Once more she arose, but
this time she put on a shoe!—her dexter shoe. Ominous
movement] It is said that when a wowan wets her
tinger, fleas had better flee. The star of that mouse’s
destiny was setting, and was now near the horizon. She
opened the door quickly, and, as she listened a moment,
she heard him drop again from stair to stair, on a speedy
passage down.

The entry below was closely secured, and no door was
vpen to admit of his escape. This she knew, and a
triumphant gleam shot athwart her features, revealed by
thee rays of the lamp. She went slowly down the stairs,
until she arrived at the floor below, where, snugly in a
corner, with his little bead-like black eyes looking up at.
ber roguishly, was the gnawer of her carpet, and the
annoyer of her comfort. She moved towards him, and
he, not coveting the closer acquaintance, darted by her,
She pursued him to the other end of the entry, and again
he passed by her. Again and again she pursued him,
with no better success. At last, when in most doubt as
to which side would conquer, Fottune, perched upon the
banister, turned the scale in favor of Mrs. P. The mouse,
in an attempt to run by her, presumed too much upon
former success. He came too near her upraised foot. [t
fell upon his musipilar beauties, like an avalanche of snow
upon a new tile, and he was dead forever! Mrs. Part-
ington gazed upon him as he lay before her. Though she
was glad at the result, she could but sigh at the necessity
which impelled the violence; but for which the mouse
might have long continued a blessing to the society in
which he moved.

Slowly and sadly she marched up stairs,
‘With her shoe all sullied and gory

And the watch, who saw’t tlnouuh the front door squares,
Told us this pmt of the story.

That mouse did not trouble Mrs. Partington again that
night, and the old clock in the next room struck three
before sleep again visited the eyclids of the relict of
Corporal Paul.
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THE RIVER.

A WOMAR stood by the river;

At night by the brink of the nver H
She still was young, and she had been fair,
But deep on her brow was the brand of care,
And rain-drops fell from her tresses bam,

Into the depths of the river.

Hold her back from the river—
Angels of grace! from the river
That writhes like a serpent beneath her eyes,
And claims to whirl her along as its prize,
Away ! body and soul—{[orever.

Count her not with the victims of lies, and passion, and gold ;—
Pity we have for the falien—she is but hungry and cold ;
Think of her not as a human moth, scorched in ambition’'s lure;
Bhe is no heroine of a romauce, only one of the poor ;

Only one of the suffering poor, for whom uno tears are shed,

Whose life is a swh—
Who faint and du,—
Yor want of a morsel of bread.

Hold her back from the river—
Angels of grace! from the river !
A sound like a wail
Passed into the gale,
That rippled the tide of the river,

¢Cold! Black ! Deep!
In thy water’s icy flow ;
Cold! Black! Deep!
In the guirgling stream below.
O, thou deep rushing river!
Let me find repose in thee,
And the ills of my life would flow away,
As thy waters ebb to the sea.

¢ There is the peace for a stricken heart.
For a life without pity or love ;

Lulled to rest on the gold-bright sands,
By the murmuring wave above.

¢“Cold ! Black! Deep!

Give me at least a home ;

Cold! Black ! Deep!

Rock me to slecp with thy moan.”
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8till she stood by the river—
Close to the brink of the river,
When the city was still,
And tho night was chill,
And clouds, like the wings of the Spirits of Ill,
‘Were hiding the stars from the river.

Hold her back from the river—
Angels of grace! from the river
That writhes like a serpent beneath her eyes,
And claims to whirl her along as its prize
Away ! body and soul—forever.

Couant her not a8 a rebel against the Lord Most High,
She follows not the coward’s creed that it is brave to die,
Ol, she would work on cheerfully for what to your dogs yom

give,
Grow happy and old, if hunger and cold did not make it such
pain to live !

Bee, she kneels by the river—
Gazes on high from the river;
And the hand of the merciful Lord of all
Parted aside the night’s black pall,
Aund the lights of the hosts of Heaven fall
Bright on the glittering river!

Rivet her gaze on the river—
Angels of grace ! on the river!
A sound like a soul’s redeeming prayer,
Falls hushed and low on the morning air,
As the tide flows back in the river.

¢“Cold! Black! Deep!
If I give my soul to thee,
Cold ! Black! Deep!
For the dread eternity,
Have I the hope that with mortal life
Will cease immortal pain? :
Have I no hope that of happiness lost
Some wreck may return again ?

¢ 0Oh, deep and rushing river,
I am not fit to die—
Grace on my soul comes streaming,
As the light on thy waves from on high,

¢ There is the home for a stricken heart,
By the heavenly Throne above;

Ne'er to be sought at my own weak will 5
But won by the Saviggr’s love.
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¢Cold! Black! Deep!

Flow on with thy ceaseless moan,
Cold ! Black! Deep!

Glide on in thy course—alone.”

GOLDEN SHOES.

May bought golden shoes for her boy,
Golden leather from heel to toe,
‘With silver tassel to tie at the top,
And dainty lining as white as snow.
I bought  pair of shoes as well
For the restless feet of a little lad,
Common and coarse and iron ti%ped—
The best I could for the sum I had.

¢ Golden,” May said, *to match his curls.”®
I never saw her petted boy;
I warrant he is but a puny elf,
And pink and white, like a china toy;
And who is he, that he should walk
All shod in gold on the king’s highway,
While little Fred, with a king's own grace,
Must wear rough brogans every day ?

And why can May from her little hand
Fling baubles at her idol’s feet,
‘While I can hardly shelter Fred
From the cruel stones of the broken street?
I envy not her silken robe,
Nor the jewels’ shine, nor the handmaid's oare,
But, ah! to give what I cannot,
This, this isso hard to bear.

But down I'll crush this bitter thought,
Ani bear no grudge to pretty May,—
Though she is rich, and I am poor,
Since we were girls at Clover Bay,—
And ask the Lord to guide the feet,
So painfully and coarsely shod,
Till they are fit to walk the street
That runs hard by the throne of God.
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¢ Good-bye, friend Ellen;” ¢ Good-bye, M: ;"
What dims her eyes so bright and Llue,
As she looks at the rugged shoes askance ?
¢] wish my boy could wear these, too,
But he will never walk, they say.”
So May, with a little sigh has gone,
And I am left in a wondering mood,
To think of my wicked thoughts alone,

It needs not that I tell you how
I clasped my sturdy rogue that night,
And thanked the God who gave him strength,
And made him such a merry wight ;
Nor envied May one gift she held,
If with it I must also choose
That sight of little crippled feet,
Albeit shod in golden shoes.

THE TOMB OF WASHINGTON.

A Bpeech delivered in the slature of New York, in the year 1845, by the
o J. W. Savaer. 4

I xARNESTLY hope that this resolution will be adopted
by the house, without a dissenting vote. The subject is
one of deep interest to every man who first drew his
breath on American soil. Sir, it was beautifully said of
Washington, that “ God made him childless that the na-
tion might call him Father.”

Mount Vernon was his home, it is now his grave. How
fitting, then, sir, it is that we, his children, should be the
owners of the homestead and of our father’s sepulchre.
No stranger’s money should buy it, and no stranger’s
hand should drive the ploughshare over ashes sacred to
every American. No mere individual is worthy to be
the owner of a spot enriched with such hallowed memo-
ries. The mortal remains of the nation’s idol should not
be subject to the whim, caprice or cupidity of any man.
These memorials are national, and to the nation they
should belong, and it is the auty of every citizen to guard
them from violence and dishonor.

Sir, no monument has ever been erected over the grave
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While little Fred, with a king’s own grace,
Must wear rough brogans every day?

And why can May from her little hand
Fling baubles at her idol’s feet,
‘While I can hardly shelter Fred
From the cruel stones of the broken street ?
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Sir, no monument has ever been erected over the grave



142

ONE HUNDRED CHOICE BELECTIONS

The deacon was troubled ; knew not what to do;
’Twas very embarassing to have her act 50
About ““those carnal potatoes,’’
8o, ending his prayer, he started for home ;
But, as the door closed behind him, he heard a deep gwoan,
0, give to the hungry, potatoes !

And that groan followed him all the way home ;
In the midst of the night it haunted his room—
¢ ), give to the hungry, potatoes I’

He could bear it no longer ; arose and dressed :
From his well-filled cellar taking in haste

A bag of his best potatoes.

Again he went to the widow’s lone hut ;
Her sleepless eyes she had not shut
But there she sat in that old ar m-chan',
‘With the same wan featnres, the same sad ajr
Anud, entering in, he poured on the floor
A bushel or more from his goodly store,
Of choicest potatoes.

The widow’s heart leaped up for joy,

Her face was haggard and wan no more.

¢ Now,” said the deacon, ‘‘shall we pray ?”

¢ Yes,”’ said the widow, ¢‘now you may.”

And be kneeled him down on the sanded floor,

‘Where he had poured his goodly store,

And such a prayer the deacon prayed,

As never before his lips essayed ;

No longer embarassed, but free and full,

He poured out the voice of a liberal soul,

And the widow responded aloud “amen !”
But said no more of potatoes.

And would you, who hear this simple tale.

Pray for the poor, and praying, *‘prevail #*’

Then preface your prayers with alms and good deeds :

Search out the poor, their wants and their needs @

Pray for peace, and grace, and spiritual food,

For wisdom and guidance,—for all these are g.,ood,-——
But don’t forget the potatoes.
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CATILINE'S LAST HARANGUE TO HIS ARMY.—CRoLY.

BRAVE comrades | all is ruined ! T disdain
To hide the truth from you. The die is thrown !
And now, let each that wishes for Jong life
Put up his sword, and kneel for peace to Rome,
Ye are all free to go.—What ! no man stirs |
Not one !—a soldier’s spirit in you all?
Give me your hands! (This moisture in my eyes
Ts womanish—'twill pass.) My noble hearts !
Well have you chosen to die! For, in my mind,
The grave is better than o’erburthened life ;—
Better the quick release of glorious wounds,
Than the eternal taunts of galling tongues ;—
Better the spear-head quivering in the heart,
Than daily struggle against Fortune’s curse ;—
Bet.ter, in manhood’s muscle and high blood,

To leap the g‘nlf t